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King  HENRriV. 

A  C  T   L     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

He  Court  at  LO  N  DO  N. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Lor^  John  o/'Lancafter,  Earl  of  Wefl* 

morland,  and  others. 
K,He?jry.  ^  ^  O  {haken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care. 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant. 
And  breathe  fhort-winded  accents  of  new 
broils 

To  be  commenc'd  !n  ftronds  afar  remote ' 
No  more  the  thirfty  entrance  of  this  foil 
Shall  dawb  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  : 
No  more  ftail  trenching  War  channel  her  fields^ 
Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hooti 
Of  hoftile  paces.    Thofe  oppofed  arms 
Which  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heav'n. 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubihnce  bred, 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  ijiteftine  fhock 

A  ^  Ana, 


6  ne  Firft  Tart  of 

A\v\  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery, 

Shall  now  in  mutual  well-befeeming  ranks 

March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 

Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies: 

The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill  fheathcd  knife, 

No  more  lhall  cuthismafter.    Therefore,  fiieiids. 

As  far  as  to  ihe  fepulchre  of  Chrifty 

(Whofe  foldier  now,  under  whofe  bleffed  Crofs 

We  are  impreffed,  and  engaged  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  power  of  EngUJh  /hall  we  levy  ; 

Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mother's  womb. 

To  chafe  thefe  pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields 

Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  blelled  feet 

Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd 

For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 

But  this  our  puipofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old. 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go ; 

Therefore  we  meet  not  now.    Then  let  me  hear 

Of  you,  my  gentle  coufin  JVeJimorland, 

What  yerternight  our  council  did  decree. 

In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

JVefi.  My  Liege,  this  hal^-e  was  hot  in  queftion. 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A  poll  from  Waks,  loaden  with  heavy  news  j 
Whofe  worft  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer y 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordjhire  to  fight 
Againlt  th'irregular  and  wild  Glendo'wer, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welpman  taken  j 
A  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered, 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe. 
Such  beaftiy  fbamelefs  transformation 
By  thofe  Weljkivomen  done,  as  may  not  be 
Without  muchfhame  re-toid  or  fpoken  of. 

K.  Henry.  It  feems  thep,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  bufmefs  for  the  holy  land. 

JVeJi.  This,  matcht.with  other  like,  my  gracious  Lord 
Farther  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hot  -fpur  there 

Young 
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Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  j^rchibald 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  fpent  a  Tad  and  bloody  hour : 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  ihape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  5 
For  he  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention,  did  take  horie. 
Uncertain  of  the  iffue  any  way. 

K,  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  friend. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil 
Betwixt  th^t  Holmedon,  and  this  feat  of  ours : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  Earl  of  Doivglaz  is  difcomfited. 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  Knights, 
BalkM  in  their  own  blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  jF/o/wff^o«'s  plains.    Of  prifoners,  Hot -f^ur  took. 
Mordake  the  Earl  of  Fife,  and  eldert  Ton 
Unto  the  beateh  D-owglas,  and  the  Earls 
Of  Athol,  Murry,  Angus,  znd  Menteltb, 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufin,  is  it  not  ? 

Weji.  In  faith,  a  conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'il  me  fad,  and  mak'ft  ' 
me  fin, 

In  envy  that  my  hard  Northumberland 

Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon  5 

A  fon,  who  is  the  theam  of  honour^s  tongue, 

Amongft  a  grove  the  very  ftreighteft  plant, 

"Who is  fweet fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride: 

Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  thepraife  of  him. 

See  riot  and  difhonour  llain  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.    O  could  it  be  prov'd. 

That  fome  night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchanged. 

In  cradle-cloaths,  our  children  where  they  lay. 

And  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plant agemt  5 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  naine. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.    What  think  you,  coufin. 

Of  this  young  Percy\  pride  ?  the  prifoners. 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  lurpriz'd. 


i  fbe  ftrft  'Part  of 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 
I  fhall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

JVefl.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcefier^ 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpefts  ; 
Which  makes  him  plume  himfelf,  and  briftle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignity, 

K.  Henry,  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this  5 
And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  negle£t 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  ycrufakm. 
Coufin,  onWeidneJday  next,  our  council  w^ 
Will  hold  at  IVindjoi-,  fo  inform  the  Lords : 
But  come  your  felf  with  fpeed  to  us  again  5 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done. 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

PFefl.  I  will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunff 
SCENE   If.    An  Apartment  of  the  Prince' 5, 

Enter  Henry  Prince  ofWdihs,  and  Sir  John  FalflafF, 

FaL  Now,  Ha/,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

P.  Henry ^  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  old  fack, 
and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fupper,  and  fleepingupon  benches 
In  the  afternoon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  demand  that 
truly,  which  thou  would'ft  truly  know.  What  2  devil  haft 
thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unlefs  hours  were 
Cups  of  fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of 
bawds,  and  dials  theligns  of  leaping-houfes,  and  the  blefied 
Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame-colour\l  taffata  j  I 
fee  no  reafon  why  thou  ftiould'ft  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  de- 
martH  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal,  Indeed  you  come  near  me  now,  HaL  For  we  that 
take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  ftars,  and  not  by 
Pkcebus,  be,  that  ivandring  knight  fo  fair»    And  I  pray 

thee,  fweet  vag,  when  thou  art  king  -as  God  fave  thy 

Grace,  (Majefty  I  fliould  fay,  for  grace  thou  wilt'havtf"^ 
none.)  

P.  Henry.  What  1  none  ? 

Fah  No,  by  my  troth,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to  be 
prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter, 

p.  Henry.  Well,  hew  then  ?  come,  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  King,  let 
not  us  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,     calFd  thieves 

of 
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of  the  day's  booty.  Let  us  be  Diana's  forerters^  gentlemen" 
of  the  ihade,  minions  of  the  Moon  5  and  let  men  fay,  we 
be  men  of  good  government,  being  governed  as  the  fea  is, 
by  our  noble  and  chalte  miftrefs  the  Moon,  under  whofe 

countenance  we  fteal, 

P.  Henry  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too  ;  for 
the  fortune  of  us  that  are  the  Moon's  men,  doth  ebb  and 
jlow  hke  the  fea,  being  governed  as  the  fea  is,  by  the  Moon, 
As  for  proof,  now  :  a  purfe  of  gold  moft  refolutely  fnatch'd 
on  Monday  night,  and  moft  dilTolutely  fpent  on  Tuefday 
morning  5  got  with  fwearing,  lug  out  j  and  fpent  with  cry- 
ing, bring  in  :  now  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the 
ladder  ;  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the 
gallows  

Fa/.  By  th^  Lord,  thou  fay^ft  true,  lad  :  and  is  not  mine 
hjDftefs  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

P,  Henry,  As  the  honey  of  Hyhia,  my  old  lad  of  the 
calUe  *  j  and  is  not  a  buff-jerkin  a  moil  fweet  robe  of  du- 
rance ? 

Fah  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  ?  what,  in  thy 
quips  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  with 
a  buff-j;:rkin  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  ho- 
ftefs  of  the  tavern  ? 

Fai.  Well,  thou  haft  calPd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a 
time  and  oft. 

P,  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Fal.  No,  rjl  give,  thee  thy  due,  thou  hsft  paid  all  there. 

P.  Henry.  Yea  and  elfewhcre,  lo  far  as  my  coin  would 
ftretch,  and  where  it  would  not  I  have  us'd  my  credit, 

Fal.  Yea,  and  fo  usM  it,  that  were  it  not  here  appa- 
rent, that  thou  art  heir  apparent — But  I  pr'ythee,  fweet 
wag,  ihall  there  be  gallows  landing  in  England  v;hen  thoii 
art  King  ?  and  refolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty 
curb  of  old  father  antick,  the  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when 
thou  art  a  Kmg,  hang  a  thief, 

P.  Henry,  No  j  thou  fhalt. 

Fal.  Shall  IPO  rare!  I'll  be  a  brave  judge. 

*  This  is  a  proof  that  the  name  of  Sir  John  OldcaJiU  flood  firft 
»inder  this  charafter  of  Fdjiaff^ 
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P.  Henry,  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already ;  I  mean  ihoh. 
/halt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  an^  fo  become  a 
rare  hangman. 

Fal.  Well,  Haly  well ;  and  in  feme  fort  it  jumps  with 
my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  I  can  tellyou. 

P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits  ? 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits,  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood  I  am  as  melancholy  as  a 
gib-cat,  or  a  luggM  bean 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fah  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  hincotnpire  bagpipe. 

V.Henry,  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  melajl* 
choly  of  Moor -ditch  ? 

Fal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimiles,  and  art  in- 
deed the  moft  incomparative,rafcallieft,  fweel  young  Prince 
»^But,  Haly  I  pr^ythee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity; 
I  would  to  God  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of 
goed  names  were  to  be  bought:  an  old  Lord  of  the  council 
rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  ftreet  about  you,  Sir  5  but  I 
mark'd  him  not,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  and  in  the 
It reet  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  didft  well ;  for  v;ifdom  cries  out  in  the 
ftreet,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  attradlion,  and  art  indeed 
able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much  harm  unto 
me,  Hal^  God  forgive  thee  for  it !  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal^ 
I  knew  nothing  5  and  now  I  am,  if  a  man  fhould  fpeak 
truly,,  little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  muft  give 
over  this  life,  and  I  will  give  it  over,  by  the  Lord  ;  an  I 
ido  not,  lama  villain.  I'll  be  damn'd  for  never  a  King's 
fon  in  chriftendom. 

V.Henry.  Where  fhall  we  take  a  purfe  to-morrow,  ? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one  5  an  Ido  not, 
tall  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee,  from 
praying  to  purfe-taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal,  'Tis  no  fin  for 
a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.— Pe/wr/—- 
SCENE   in.    Enter  Poins. 
Now  fhall  we  know  if  Gads 'hill  have  fet  a  match,  O,  if 

men 


King  Henry  IV,  1 1 

men  were  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  were  hot 
cqough  for  him  ?  this  is  the  molt  omnipotent  villain^  that 

ever  Qty^AjJiand,  to  a  true  man.  

P.  Henry,  Good  morrow,  Ned, 

Foins,  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal,  What  fays  Monfieur 
remorfe  ?  what  fays  Sir  John  fack  and  fugar  ?  Jack  !  how 
agree  the  devil  and  thou  about  thy  foul,  that  thou  foldeft 
him  on  Good  Friday  lafl",  for  a  cup  of  Madera,  and  a  cold 
capon's  leg  ? 

P.  Henry,  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word,  the  devil  {hall 
have  his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  pro- 
verbs ;  He  will  gi*ve  the  de'vil  bis  due, 

Poins,  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damnM  for  cozening  the  devil, 

Poins,  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by- 
four  a  clock  early  at  Gads-hill  j  there  are  pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to  Lo«- 
don  with  tat  purfes.  I  have  vizards  for  you  all ;  you  have 
horfes  for  your  felves :  Gads  bill  lyes  to-night  in  Rocbejler^ 
I  have  befpoke  fupper  to-morrow  in  Eaji- cheap  j  we  may- 
do  it  as  fecure  as  ileep:  if  you  will  go,  I  will  fluff  your 
purfes  full  of  crowns  j  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home  an4 
behang'd. 

Fai,  Hear  ye,  Tedivard,  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  ga 
not,  ril  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins,  You  wiJl,  chops  ? 

Fa  I,  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P,  Henry.  Who,  i  rob  ?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my  faith, 

Fal,  There's  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good  fel* 
lowfhip  in  theej  thou  cam'ft  not  of  the  blood -royal,  if 
thou  dar'ft  not  cry,  Jiand,  for  ten  /hillings, 

Henry,  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  Til  be  a  mad-ca^< ! 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  1*11  tarry  at  home. 
Fal,  By  the  Lord,  Til  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  arc 
King. 

P.  Henry,  I  care  not. 

Pcinst  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  Prince  and  me 

alone  3 
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alone ;  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  thl&  adventure 
that  he  fhall  go.  ' 

Fal,  Well,  may'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfuafion, 
and  he  the  ears  of  profiting  !  that  what  thou  fpeak'ft  may 
move,  and  what  he  hears  may  "be  believ'd  j  that  the  true 
Prince  may,  for  recreation  fake,  prove  a.falfe  thief  j  for 
the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance.  Farewel 
you  fhall  find  me  in  Eafl~cheap» 

P.  Henry.  Farewel,  thou  latter  fpring!  Farewel,  all- 
hall  wn  fummer  \  {Exit  Fal. 

Poins,  Now,  my  good  fweet  honyLord,  ride  with  us  to- 
morrow, I  ha've  a  jeft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage 
alone.  Falfiaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gads  hill,  fhall  rob 
thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way-laid  ;  your  felf  and  I 
will  not  be  there  5  and  when  they  have  the  booty,  if  you 
and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  from  my  fhoulders. 

P.  Henry,  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting 
forth  ? 

Poins.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 
appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea - 
fuie  to  fail  j  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the  exploit 
themfelves,  which  they  fhall  have  no  fooner  atchiev*d,  but 
we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henry,  Ay,  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by 
our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment, 
to  be  our  felves. 

Poins,  Tut,  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'll  tye  them 
in  the  wood  j  our  vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them  J  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  immask  our  noted  outward  garments, 

P.  Henry  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as 
true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turnM  back  5  and  for  the  third, 
if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  I'll  forfwear  arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  jeft  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies 
that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us  when  we  meet  at  fup- 
per  5  how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  wards,  what 
blows,  what  extremities  he  endured  j  and  in  the  reproof  of 
this,  lyes  the  jeft. 

V,  Henry ^  Well^  I'll  go  with  thee  3  provide  us  all  things 

lie- 
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neccflary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eafl-cheap, 
there  lil  fup.    Farewel ! 

Po/«5.  Farevvel,  my  Lord  !  [Zx/V  Poiii^, 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenelsj 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world  \ 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondredat. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mifts 
Of  vapouis,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangie  him. 
Ir  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  ; 
But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wiflit-forcome. 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 
So  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed  ; 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am. 
By  fo  much  /hall  I  falfifie  men's  hopes  5 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fullen  ground. 
My  rrformation  glittering  o'er  my  fault 
Shnll  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  off. 
ril  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  fkill, 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  ledlt  I  will.  \Exlt, 

S  C  E  N  E   IV.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot-fpur, 
Sir  Walter  Biunt,  atid  others. 
K.  Henry.  My  b'ocd  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate. 
Unapt  to  nil-  at  thefe  indignities  ; 
And  you  have  found  me  j  for  accordingly 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but  be  fure, 
1  will  from  henceforth  rather  b-i  mylelf, 
Mighty  and  to  be  f:^ar'd  in  my  condition, 
Which  hath  been  fmooth  asoyl,  foft  as  young  down, 
-And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpect. 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays  but  to  the  proud. 

JVcr.  Our  hcufc,  my  fovereign  Liege,  littk  defcrvcJ 
Th^  fcourge  of  greatiicls  to  be  ufed  on  It, 

Vol.  V.  B  An4 
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And  that  fame  greatnefs  too,  which  our  own  hands 
HavehelpM  to  make  fo  portly. 
North.  My  good  Lord  

K.  Henry.  Hence,  Worcefier,  get  thee  gone  5  for  I  do  fea 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  tiiine  eye, 
O  Sir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  Maje(iy  might  never  yet  endure 
Th-i  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brov/. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.    When  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  fhail  fend  for  you.    [£A'/f  W.ijr, 
You  were  about  to  fpeak.  [^To  N^lJu 

North.  Yes,  my  good  I^ord. 
Thofe  prifoners  in  your  Highiiefs'  name  demanded. 
Which  Harry  "Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took. 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  deny'i 
As  was  deliver'd  to  your  Maje(i-y. 
Or  envy  therefore,  or  mifpiifion. 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot,  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners* 
But  I  remember,  when  the  iight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extream  toil, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  (word  ; 
Came  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat,  trimly  drefsMi 
l^refh  as  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin  new-reap'^d 
Shew'd  like  a  ftubble-land  at  harveft-home. 
^e  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner. 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nofe  ;  *  and  rtili  he  fmilM  and  talk"''d  ^ 
And  as  the  foldiers  bare  dead  bodies  Jay, 
He  caU'd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  flovenly,  unhandfome  coarfe 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  queftion'd  me  :  among  tlie  rell,  demanded 
JMy  prifoners,  in  your  Majefty 's  behalf! 
Ij  then  all-fmarting  with  my  wounds  being  coW, 

»  nofe,  and  took't  away  again  ; 

Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  thtrCj 
Took  il  in  fuuif.-'Aiia  ftili  hs  fmii'd,  l^c. 


King  H  E     R  Y  IV.  1 5 

To  be  To  pefterM  with  a  popinjay, 
Ontcf  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
AnfwerM  negle^lingly,  I  knov,'  not  what  5 
He  fhould  or  Ihould  not ;  for  he  made  me  mad. 
To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brilk^  and  fmell  fo  fweet. 
And  talkfo  Hke  a  waiting-gentlewoman. 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds ;  (God  fave  the  mark  !) 
And  telling  m.e,  the  rovcreign"'jft  thing  on  earth 
Was  Parmaciry,  for  an  inward  bruife  5 
•And  that  it  was  great  pity,  lb  it  was, 
This  villainous  falt-petre  fhould  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 
Which  many  a  good,  tall  fellow  had  deftroyM 
iSo  cowardly  :  And  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 
,He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 
This  bald,  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  Lord, 
I  anfwerM  indiredly,  as  I  faid  ; 
And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  accufation. 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majefty, 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  confider'd,  good  my  Lorc?^ 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid. 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold. 
May  rcafonably  die  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  novv'. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prlfoner?. 
But  with  provifo  and  exception. 
That  we  at  our  own  charge  fhalJ  ranfom  ftrait 
His  brother-in-Jaw,  the  foolifh  Mortimer, 
Who,  on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glend(noer  : 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 
Has  lately  marry'd.    Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty 'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treafoii  ?  and  *  indent  with  foes. 


♦  Indtnt,  /or  article,  bargain,. 

B2 
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AVhen  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves? 
No  5  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  flarve  j 
For  1  fhaJl  «ever  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  fhall  afk  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfom  home  xtvG\\.t^  Mortimer, 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer  f 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  fovereign  Liege, 
But  bore  the  chance  of  war;  to  prove  that  true. 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  u'hich  valiantly  he  took. 
When  on  the  gentle  Se'verns  fedgie  bank, 
5n  fmgle  oppofition  hand  to  hand. 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardimcnt  with  great  GUndciver  : 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  4rinlej, 
Upon  agreement,      ivj'ih  Severn^  fio.od  j 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks. 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifpM  head  in  the  hollow  bank, 
Blood-fiained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  5 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly. 
Then  let  him  not  be  {lander 'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doft  belie  him,  Pfrcj;, thou  belieftiiinj; 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendciver 
He  durft  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone. 
As  Oiven  Glendoiver  for  an  enemy. 
Art  not  afham'd  ?  but  from  this  hour,  Sir, 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer, 
Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means. 
Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  fiom  me 
As  Vv'ili  difpleafe  you.    Lord  Northumberland, 
We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fon. 
Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[Exit  K,Vitnxy^ 

Hot,  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.      will  after  flrait. 
And  tell  him  fo  j  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart. 

Although 
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Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

iVbr^X.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?  ftay  and  paufe  a  while  J 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Enter  Worcefter, 
Eot»  Speak  of  Mortimer  f 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 
In  his  behalf,  I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins. 
And  ihed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  in  duf?-, 
Btit  I  will  lift  the  downfalFn  Mortimer 
As  high  i'th'  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bolingbroke* 

Horth.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  nephew  mad* 

[To  Worcefier» 
War,  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 
Hot,  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners : 
And  when  I  urgM  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife*.s  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale. 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  ev'n  at  the  name  of  Mortimer, 

JVor.  I  cannot  blame  him  ;  was  he  not  proclaim 'dj, 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North,  He  was  f  I  heard  the  proclamation  5 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  Irijb  expedition  5 
From  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortly  murthered, 

U^or.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  moutjb 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpuken  of. 

Hot.  But  foft,  I  pray  you  ;  did  King  Richard  them 
Proclaim  my  brother  Morr/Wr  as  lawful 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North,  He  did  ;  my  felf  did  he^r  it. 
Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  King, 
That  wiih'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarvM* 
But  fhall  It  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And  for  his  fake  wear  the  detelled  bJot 
Of  murdVous  fubornation,  lhall  it  be, 

B  3  That 
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That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo. 
Being  the  agents  or  bafe  fecond  means, 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangmen  rather, 
(O  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  (hew  the  line  and  the  predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King) 
Shall  it  for  ihame  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days. 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  rome. 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power 
Ingag'd  them  both  in  anunjuft  behalf  5 
(-As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  havedone,) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fvveet  lovely  rofe. 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker  Bolingbroke  f 
And  fhallit  in  more  fhame  be  further  fpoken. 
That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded,  and  fhook  oiF 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  5  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifli'd  honours,  and  reitore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  v/orld  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
Ev'n  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths  i 
Therefoi'e  I  fay   

JVor,  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more. 
And  now  1  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book. 
And  to  your  quick- Conceiving  difcontents 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep  and  dangerous  5 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  fpirit. 
As  to  o'er- walk  a  currt  at  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot,  If  we  fall  in,  good  night,  or  fink  or  fwim? 
Send  Danger  from  the  eaft  unto  the  weft. 
So  Honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth  ; 
And  let  them  grapple.    O  1  the  blood  more  liira 
To  rouze  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heav'n,  methinks  it  were  an  cafie  leap. 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  paie-facM  Moon  5 
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Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

Where  fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks : 

So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear 

Without  co-rival  all  her  dignities. 

But  out  upon  this  half-tacM  fellow  ill  ip ! 

I'Vor,  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here^ 
Bat  not  the  form  of  what  he  ihould  attend, 
G'oodcoufin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot,  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor,  Thofe  fame  noble  Scats 
That  are  your  prifoners  

Hot,  ril  keep  them  all, 
By  heav*n,  he  fliall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  i 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  fhall  not  j 
I'll  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

W$r.  You  Itart  away, 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes, 
Thofe  prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot.  I  will  ;  that's  flat : 
He  laid  he  v/ould  not  ranfom  Mortimer  : 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer  : 
Bttt  I  will  find  him  when  he  lyes  afleep, 
Ani:  in  his  ear  VU  holla,  Mortimer  t 
Nay,  I  will  have  a  Starling  taught  to  fpealc 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  flili  in  motion. 

fp^or.  Flear  you,  coufin  :  a  word  

Hot.  Ail  ll:udie£  here  I  folemnly  deiie. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolinghroke  : 
And  that  fime  fword-and-buckler-Prince  Wales, 
But  that  I  tlijnk  his  father  loves  him  not, 
i\nd  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance, 
I'd  U-ive  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

IFor.  Farewel,  my  kinfman ;  I  will  talk  to  you 
Vvhc«n  you  are  better  temper *d  to  attend. 

Nm-fh,  Why,  what  a  wafp-tonguM  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  ihis  woman's  mood, 

~  iug  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 
Ia,  Whvj  look  you,  lam  whiptand  fcourg'd  with  rods. 

Nettled, 
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Nettled,  and  ftiing  with  pilmires,  when  I  hcaj 

Of  this  vile  politician  Bolingbroke  : 

111  Richard'' s  time— what  do  ye  call  the  place  t  •  •■ 

A  plague  upon't  it  is  in  Glofterjhire  

'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  Duke  his  uncle  kept  ■ 

His  uncle  Tork  where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 

Unto  this  King  of  fmiicj,  this  Bolingbroke  r 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ra'vei:Jpurg^ 
North.  AA  Barkley  cdiQik, 
Hot.  You  fay  true  : 
Why,  what  a  deal  of  candied  courfefie 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  ! 

Look,  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age,  . 

And  gentle  Harry  Percy  and  kindcoufm  

The  devil  take  luch cozeners  God  forgive  me  — 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

JVor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again,  we'll  fta^ 
Tour  ieifure. 

Hot,  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

I'y'or.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottijh  prifoncrj. 
Deliver  them  without  their  ranfom  I^rait, 
And  make  the  Doivglas'  ion  your  only  mean 
For  pow'rs  in  Scotland    which  for  divers  reafons 
Which  I  fhaii  fend  you  written,  be  affui-'d 
Will  eafily  be  granted  :  you,  my  Lord,  \T'o  Nortfe. 

(Your  fonin  Sc::  land  hs.\n%  thus  employed) 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  beiov'd,. 
Th'  Archbilhop. 

Hot.  Tork,  is't  not  ? 

Jf^or.  True,  who  bears  h3 id 
H'is  brother's  death  at  Erifiol,  x.h^'Loxi.  Scr»of^ 
I  fpeak  not  this. in  eftimation. 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I- know- 
Is  ruminated,  plotted  and  fet  down, 
AJid  only  ftays  but  to  behold  the  Face - 
Of  that  occafion  that  (hall  bring  it  on. 

Hot,  I  fmell  it :  on  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North-  Before  the  game's  a-foot,  thou  (till  lett'i^  Hip*' 

J^i?r.  It  cannot  eh»jfe  but  he  a  noble  j;^lct  j 

And 
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And  then  the  power     Scotland,  and  of  Tork^ 
To  join  with  Mortimer  j  ha  ! 
m^.  So  they  ihall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceeding  well  airn'd. 

War.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed 
To  fave  our  heads,  by  railing  of  a  head  ; 
For  bear  our  felv£S  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt. 
And  think  we  deem  our  feives  unfatlsfyM,, 
'Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  Grangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

H'  t,  He  does,  he  does  3  we'll  be  reveag'd  on  him». 

Wor.  Coufin,  tarewel.    No  further  go  in  this 
Than  I  by  letters  fhall  diredl  your  courfe  ^ 
"When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 
fteal  to  Gleftdoiuer,  and  Lord  Mortimer ^ 
Where  you,  and  Davglasy  and  our  pow'rs  a-t  once^ 
(fis  I  will  fafhion  it)  fhall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewel,  good  brother  3  we  fhall  thrive,  I  trulr. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  !  O  let  the  hours  be  fhort. 
Till  htldSj  and  blovvs^  and  groans,  applaud  our  fport. 

A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

An  Inn  at  Rochelter. 
Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  Larrthorn  in  his  Hand. 
J  Car-       EI  G  H  ho,  an't  be  not  four  by  the  day  Vl\  be 
hang'd.    Charles''  ivain  is  over  the  new  chim* 
ney,  and  yet  our  horfe  not  packt.    What,  olHer ! 
Oji.  Anon,  anon  ! 

1  Car,  I  pr^ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cutt's  faddle,  pat  a  few 
flocks  in  the  point  j  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  withers, 
out  of  all  cafe. 

Enter  another  Carrier, 
z  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog,  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots  :  thishoufe 
Is  tura'd  upfide  down,  fince  Kobin  OiUer  dy'd, 

I  Car^ 
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1  Car,  Poor  felbw  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  oaf$ 
lofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car,  I  think  this  be  the  moil:  villainous  houfe  in  all 
ILovdon  foad  for  fleas  :  I  am  ftung  like  a  Tench. 

1  Car,  Like  a  Tench  ?  by  th'  Mafs  there's  ne'er  a 
King  in  Chriflendom  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been 
fince  the  firrt  cock. 

2  Car^  Why,  t^ey  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourden,  and 
then  we  leak  in  the  chimney :  and  your  chamber-lie  breeds 
fieas  like  a  Loach. 

1  Car,  What,  oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd,  come 
jaway ! 

^  Car,  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of 
ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  fir  as  Cbaring-Crofs. 

2  Car,  'Odfbody,  the  Turkies  in  my  panniers  are  quite 
flatv'd.  What,  oltler!  a  plague  on  thee  ;  halt  thou  never 
an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  canft  not  hear  ?  an  'twere  not  as  good 
a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  veiy 
villain.    Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft  no  faith  in  thee  ? 

£;7^^r^Gads-hilk 
Gads,  Good- morrow,  carriers.    What's  a  clock  ? 
I  Car,  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clock. 
Gads,   I  pr'yth^e,  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  to  fee  rcif 
gelding  in  the  flable. 

1  Car,  Nay,  foft,  I  pray  ye  j  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that,  i'taith. 

Gads,  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car,  Ay,  when  ?  canft  tell  ?  lend  me  thy  lanthorn, 
quoth  a  !  marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London  ? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I  w^ar- 
rant  thee.  Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call  up  the 
gentlemen  :  they  Vi^ill  along  with  company,  for  they  have 
great  charge.  *  \^Exeunt  Carriers^ 

SCENE    IL     Enter  Chamberlain, 

Gads.  What,  ho,  chamberlain  ! 

Chamb.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  qu^th  the  cham- 
berlain   for  thou  varieft  no  moie  from  picking  of  purfes^. 
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than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring.  Thou  lay*ll 
the  plot  how. 

Chamb,  Good-morrow,  m^iilcr  Gads -hi II,  it  holds  cur- 
rant that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin  in  the 
*^vildof  Kent  J  haih  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him 
in  gold  }  I  heard  him  teil  it  to  one  of  his  company  laft 
night  at  fupperj  a  kind  of  auditor,  one  that  hath  abun- 
<dance  of  charge  too,  God  knows  what :  they  are  up  al- 
jready,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter.  They  will  away  pre- 
sently. 

Gads,  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  *  St.  iV/J:)^)/^?^' 
clarks,  ril  give  thee,  this  neck. 

Cbamb,  No,  Til  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for 
the  hangman  ;  for  I  know  thou  worfiiipp'it  St.  Nicholas  as 
truly  as  a  man  of  falfhood  may. 

Gads,  What  talk'il  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  if  I 
hang,  ril  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows.  For  if  I  hang,  old 
Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and  thou  know'ft  he's  no  ftarve- 
ling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trcjans  that  thou  dream' ft  not 
of,  the  which,  for  fport-fake,  are  content  to  do  the  pro- 
fefiion  fome  grace  ;  that  would,  if  matters  fhould  be  look'd 
into,  for  their  own  credit-fake,  make  all  whole.  I  am 
join'd  with  no  foot  land-rakers,  no  long-ftaft'  fixpenny- 
ilrikers,  none  of  thofeniad  Muftachio-purple-hu'd-malt-c 
worms  J  but  with  nobility  and  tranquillity  5  burgomafters 
and  great  owners,  fuch  as  can  hold  in,  luch  as  will  ftrike 
fooner  than  fpeak  5  and  fpeak  fooner  than  think  ;  and  think 
f<&onerthan  pray  j  and  yet  I  lie,  for  they  pray  continually 
unto  their  faint  the  commonwealth  5  or  rather,  not  pray 
to  her,  but  prey  on  her  5  for  they  ride  up  and  down  on  her, 
or  make  her  their  boots. 

Cbamb,  What,  the  common- wealth  their  boots  ?  w  ill 
ihe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads,  She  will,  ihe  will ;  juftice  hath  llquor'd  her.  We 
fteal,  as  in  a  caftle,  cock-fare  ^  we  have  the  receipt  of 
Fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cbamb,  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  nsorc  beholden  to 
the  night,  than  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  w^alking  invifible, 

*  A  C2r.:  word  fc:  tbe  D-'vil;  f>U  Hui, 

Cads, 
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Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  fhalt  have  a  fliare  In  car 
purchale,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Chamb,  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  falfe 
thief. 

Gads*  Goto,  is  a  common  name  to  all  men.  Bid 

the  oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable.  Farewel, 
you  muddy  knave  !  \_Exeun.u 
SCENE    nr.  TheHigh<iuay. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins  and  Peto. 
Poins,  Come,  fhelter,  fhelter ;   I  have  removed  FaU 
J^^jf's  horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  velvet. 
P.Henry,  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftaflF. 
Fal,  Poins  J  Poins  ^  and  be  hang'd,  Poins! 
v.  Henry,  peace,  ye  fat-kidney'd  rafcal,  what  a  bawl- 
ing doft  thou  keep  ? 

Fa/.  What.  Poim!  Half 

P.  Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill.  Til  go 
C^ek  him. 

FuL  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  thiefs  company:  th? 
rafcal  hath  remov'd  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  knov/  not 
Vv'here.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare  furrhei* 
afoot,  I  fliall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  Tcape  hanging  for  killing 
tiiat  rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  company  hourly  any  time 
this  two  and  twenty  year,  and  yet  lam  bewitch'd  with  the 
rogue's  company.  If  the  rafcal  have  not  given  me  medi- 
cines to  make  me  love  him,  TU  be  hang'd  5  it  could  not 
beelfe;  1  have  drunk  medicine?.  Poins!  Hal!  a  plague 
upon  you  both.  BardoJph  !  Peto  !  I'll  ftarve  ere  I'll  rob 
a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink, 
to  turn  true- man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues,  I  am  the 
verlell  varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards 
of  uneven  ground  is  threefcore  and  ten  miics  afoot  with 
me  ;  and  the  Itony -hearted  villains  know  it  well  enough. 
A  plague  upon'r,  when  thieves  cannot  be  true  one  to  an- 
other. \^Tbey  i.vhifile.'\  Whew  !  a  plague  upon  you  a!L 
Give  me  my  iiorfe,  you  rogues  j  give  me  my  horfe,  and- 
^r;  hang'd. 

P.  Henry,  P.ace,  ys  fat  guts,  lye  dova:,  by  thine  ear 
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clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canft  hear  the  tread 

[  ©f  travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  leavers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being* 
I  down  ?  'Sblood,  Tli  not  bear  mine  own  flefll  fp  far  afoot 
again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What  a 
plague  mean  ye,  to  coJt  me  thus  ? 

!  P.  Uenry\  Thou  lieft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  uii*» 
I  colted. 

Fal,  I  pr'ythee,  good  Prince  Ital^  help  me  to  my  horfe^ 
I  food  King's  fon. 

P.  Henry,  Out,  you  rogue,  ihall  I  be  your  oftler  ? 

Fah  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-a-pparent  garters 
if  I  be  ta'en.  Til  peach  for  this  ;  an  I  have  not  ballads 
made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a  cup  of 
fack  be  my  poifon ;  when  a  jeft  is  fo  forward,  and  afoot  too^. 
\  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads-hill  and  Bardolph. 
Gads,  Stand  ! 

Fal.  So  I  do  againft  my  will. 

Po/Kj.  O,  'tis  our  fetter,  I  know  his  voice  r 
"Bardolph^  what  news  ? 

Bard,  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  \  on  with  your  vizards  ;  there'll 
money  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going  to  the 
King's  exchequer. 

Fah  You  lie,  you  rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King's  ta- 
vern. 

Gadi,  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 
Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry,  You  four  lha  II  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane: 
l^ed  Poins  and  I  will  walk  lower  f  if  they  'fcape  from  your^ 
encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 

Gads,  Some  eight  or  ten. 

Fal,  Zounds,  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  coward.  Sir  Jcbrt  Paiitjch  f 

Fal.  Indeed  I  am  not  Jabn  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfather  5: 
but  yet  no  coward,  Hal, 

P,  Henry,  Well,  we'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins,  Sirrah;  Jc^Ji,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  h^dgr 

Vol,  V*  C 
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when  thou  need*ft  him,  there  fhalt  thou  find  him  j  fare- 
wel,  and  ftand  faft. 

Yal,  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  fliould  be  hang'd, 

P.  llcnry.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

Toim.  Here  hard  by  :  ftand  clofe. 

FaL  Now,  my  maftcrs,  happy  man  be  his  dole  fay  I  j 
every  man  to  his  bufmefs. 

SCENE    IV.      Enter  Tranjclleru 

^ra'v.  Come,  neighbour  ;  the  boy  fhall  Jead  our  horfes 
down  the  hill ;  we'll  walk  a  foot  a  while,  and  eafe  our  legs. 

Ilie'vcs.  Stand  ! 

^ra'v.  y^ju  blefs  us  ! 

Tal.  Strike  j  dow  n  with  them,  cut  the  villains  throats ; 
ah  !  whorfon  caterpillars ;  bacon-fed  knaves,  they  hate  us 
youth  ;  down  with  them,  fl^ce  them. 

''Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  "both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 
FaL  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ?  no, 
ye  fat  chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.   On,  bacons, 
on !  what,  ye  knaves?  young  men  mufl  live  j  you  are 
grand  jurors,  are  ye  ?  we'll  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

[Here  they  rob  and  bind  them  :  Exeunt* 
Er.ter  Fn'nce  Henry  and  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true- men  :  now 
Could^thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily  to  London, 
it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month, 
and  a  good  jeft  for  ever. 

Foins,  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Entef  thieves  again. 
Fal.  Come,  my  mafters,  let  us  lliare,  and  then  to  horfe 
before  day  ;  an  the  Prince  and  Foins  be  not  two  arrant 
c(  wards,  there's  no  equity  Hirring.    There*s  no  more  va- 
lour in  that  Feins,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 
P.  Henry.  Your  mony  ! 
Foins,  Villains ! 

^jtls  they  are  Jharing,  the  Frince  and  Poins  fet  upon 
thevu   They  all  run  a^way,  and  Fal  (lafF after  a  blo^ 
or  tiuo  runs  aivay  toOy  halving  the  booty  behind  thent, 
P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  horfc  : 
The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  pofleft  with  fear 
§0  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  5 

I  liiach 
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Each  takes  his 'fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  gooci  Ned,    Now  Faljlaff  fweats  to  death, 
And  lards  the  \t.\n  earth  as  he  walks  along  : 
"Were't  not  for  laughing,  1  fhould  pity  him. 

Poins,  How  the  rogue  roar'd  !  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    V.      Lord  Perfcy's  Houfe. 
Enter  Hot-fpur  Jolus^  reading  a  letter. 
But  for  mine  oivn  part  y  my  Lord,  I  could  be  nvell  contented 
to  be  there,  in  refpetl  of  the  lo've  I  bear  your  hcufe.  He 
could  be  contented  to  be  there  ;  why  is  he  not  then  ?  in 
refpe^i  of  the  love  he  bears  our  houfe  :  he  fliews  in  this,  he 
loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he  loves  our  houfc.   Let  me 
fee  fome  more.    The  puypofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous. 
Why,  that's  certain :  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to 
deep,  to  drink  ,  but  I  tell  you,  my  Lord  fool,  out  of  this 
nettle  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower  fafety.    The  purpoje 
you  undertake  is  dangerous,  the  friends  you  ha've  named  un- 
certain, the  time  it  fef  wiforted,  and  your  ivhole  plot  tou 
light,  for  the  countcrpoize^f  fo  great  an  oppofttion.  Say  you 
fo,  fay  you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  /hallow 
cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie.    What  a  lack-braia  is  this ! 
By  the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever  was  laid  j  our 
friends  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  good  friends,  and 
fiill  of  expe<5lation  j  an  excellent  plot,  very  good  friends. 
What  a  frofty-fpirited  rogue  is  this!  Why,  my  Lord  of 
York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  general  courfe  of  the 
adion.    By  this  hand,  if  1  were  now  by  this  rafcal,  I 
could  brain  him  with  his  Lady's  fan.    Is  there  not  my  fa- 
ther, my  uncle,  and  my  felf,  Lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my 
Lord  of  York,  and  Oiven  Glend'.^ver  ?  Is  there  not  befides, 
the  Doivglas  ?  have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in 
arms  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  there  not 
fome  of  them  fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  Pagan  rafcal  is 
this !  an  infidel.    Ha  !  you  /hall  fee  now^  in  very  fincerity 
of  fear  and  cold  heart  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay  open  all 
our  proceedings.    O,  I  could  divide  my  fclf,  and  go  to  buf- 
fets, for  moving  fuch  a  di/h  of  Ikimm'd  milk  with  fo  ho- 
nourable an  adlion.    Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  King. 
We  aie  prepared.'   I  will  fet  forward  to-night. 

C  z  SCENE 
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SCENE    VI.      Enter  Lady  Percy. 
How  now,  Kate  I  I  muft  leave  ycu  within  thefetwo  hours. 

Lady,  O  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thustilone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  baniih'd  v;oman  from  my  Barry'' -6  bed  ^ 
Teil  me,  fweet  Lord,  whatls't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  Homach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
Why  doil  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  ? 
And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone  ? 
Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefti  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ? 
And  given  my  treafures  and  my  rights  of  thee 
To  thick-ey'd  mufing,  and  curft  melancholy  ? 
In  thy  faint  flumbers  I  by  thee  have  watcht. 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed 
CiVj  Courage  I  to  the  field !  and  thou  haft  talked 
Of  iallies,  and  retires  3  of  trenches,  tents. 
Of  palifadoes,  fortins,  parapets ; 
Of  bafili/ks,  of  cannon,  culvertn. 
Of  prifoners  ranfom,  and  of  foidiers  flain. 
And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  light. 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war,. 
And  thus  hath  fo  befiir'd  thee  in  thy  flecp, 
That  beads  of  fweat  have  ftood  upon  thy  brow,.. 
Like  bubbles  in  a  Jate-difturbed  ftream  ; 
And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appear'd. 
Such  as  we  Tee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.    O,.  what  portents  are  thcfe 
Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  Lord  in  hand. 
And  I  muft  know  it  j  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot,  What,  ho  !  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 
Enter  Ser'vant, 

Ser'v.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  hour  a  gone. 

Hot.  Hath  But/er  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the  Sheriff  ? 

Serv.  One  horfc,  my  Lord,  he  brought  ev'n  now. 

Not.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan/  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  ? 

A>er.'v.  It  is,  my  Lord, 

Hot.  That  roan  ftiall  be  my  throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  ft  rait.    O  Efperancc  ! 
Bid  £Mt/er  lead  him  foith  into  the  n^rk.       [Exit  Serv, 

Lady^ 
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Lady,  But  hear  you,  my  Lord.  / 

Hot,  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  ? 

Lady,  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot,  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  !  A  weazel  hath 
Not  I'uch  a  deal  of  fpleen  as  you  are  tofl  with. 
In  faith,  Til  know  your  bufmefs,  that  I  will, 
I  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  fent  for  you 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  but  if  you  go  ■ 

Hot,-^  So  far  afoot,  I  lhali  be  weary,  love. 

Lady,  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  mc 
DiredJy'to  this  quellion,  I  /hall  a ik. 
1*11  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry,  if 
Thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  you  trifler  :  love  !  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  j  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  Hps. 
Wemuft  have  blocdy  notes,  and  crackM  crowns, 

And  pals  them  currant  too  gods  me  !  my  horfe  ! 

What  fay 'ft  thou,  Kate?  what  wouldft  thou  have  with  mc  ? 

Lady,  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then.    For  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.    Do  you  not  love  me  ^ 
Nay,  tell  me  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  aan  o'horfe-back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.    But  hark  you,  AT^/r.-:, 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  quellion  mc. 
Whither  I  go  5  nor  reafon  whereabout. 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft  5  and  to  conclude. 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate* 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife.    Conftant  you  are, 
But  yet  a  woman  ;  and  for  fecrefie, 
No  Lady  clofer.    For  I  will  believe. 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know. 
And  fo  far  wUl  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate, 

Lady.  How  !  fo  far  ? 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  farther.    But  hark  you  niC)  Kutt, 
C  3  Whicasr 
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Whither  I  go,  thither  /hall  you  go  too  i' 
To-day  v^iil  1  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 
Lady,  It  muft  of  force. 

SCENE    VII.      Ihe  ra'vern  in  Eaft-cheap. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  Ned^  pr'y  thee  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and 
Jfend  me  thy  hand  lo  laugh  a  little. 
Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal  ? 

P.  Henry,  With  three  or  four  loggerheads;  amongft 
three  or  fourfcore  hog/heads.  I  have  founded  the  very 
bafe  ftring  of  humility.  S'rrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  to  a 
leafh  ofdi-awers,  and  can  call  them  b)r  their  Chriftian  names, 
zsTcm,  Dicky  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon 
their  confcience,  that  though  Ibe  but  Prince  of  Wales ^  yet 
I  am  the  King  of  courtefie  ^  telling  me  flatly,  I  am  no 
ptcud  Jacky  like  Jack  Falftaff,  hut  2l  Corinthian ,  a  lad  of 
mettle,  a  good  boy  :  and  when  I  am  King  of  England,  1. 
ihall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaji-cheap  They  call  i 
drinking  deep,'dying  icariet  j  and  when  you  ^reathe  in  your 
watering,  they  cry,  hem  !  and  bid  you  play  it  off.  To 
conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  aiif 
hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any  tinker  in  his  ov/n  lan- 
guage during  my  JIfe.  I  te'l  thee,  Ned,  thou  haft  lofl 
niuch  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  adion  j.. 
but,  fwcet  Ned,  to  fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give 
thee  this  pennyworth  of  fugar,  clapt  even  now  into  my 
hand  by  an  under  fkinker,  one  that  never  fpake  other 
Englijh  in  his  life,  than  Eight  Shillings  and  Six  Pence,. 
and  7^ou  are  welcome,  Sir  :  with  this  ihiill  addition,  Anon-^  s. 
Sir,  ancn.  Sir  j  Score  a  pint  cf  bafiard  in  the  half  moon,  or  ' 
,/b.  But,  Ned,  to  drive  away  time  'till  Falfiaff  come,  I,  , 
pr'ythee,  do  thou  ftand  in  fome  by-room,  while  I  queftion 
my  puny  drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar  :  and 
do  never  leave  czWxn^  Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me  may  be 
nothing  but,  anon.  Step  afide,  and  I'll  fhew  thee  a  pre-  ^ 
cedent.  [Poins  retires, 

Poins,  Francis  ! 

P.  Henry,  Thou  art  perfewl:. 

jP*/»j.  Francis ! 

SCENE: 
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&  C  E  N  E    VIII.     EtJUr  Francis  the  Drawer, 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir  5  look  down  into  the  pomgranet, 
Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis, 
Fran.  M  y  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  JForfooth,  live  years,  and  as  much  as  to  

Poim.  Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Five  years  j  by'riady,  a  long  leafe  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant, 
as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  fhew  it  a  fair 
pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books  ia 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  ■■■  > 

Foins.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir, 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  then,  Francis  f 

Fran,  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  ihall  ht — 

Poins,  Francis  !  , 

Fran.  Anon,  Sir  ;  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis,  for  the  fugac 
thou  gaveft  me,  'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not  ?. 

Fran.  O  Lord,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound  :  afk 
me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  /halt  have  it. 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon, 

P.  Henry.  Anon,  Francis  f  no,  Francis,  but  to-morroi<r, 
Francis  j  or,  Francis,  on  Tburfday  j  or  indeed^  Francis  ^ 
when  thou  wilt.    But,  Francis  ! 

Fran.  My  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cryftal-' 
button,  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke-ftocking,  caddice- 
garter,  fmooth- tongue,  Spanijb-^ouch  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why  then  your  brown  baftard  is  your  only 
drink  ;  for  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doubiet 
will  fully.   In  Barbaryy  Sir,  it  Cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran,  What,  Sir  } 

3  Veins. 
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Voinz,  Francis  I 

P.  Henry,  Away,  you  rogue,  deft  thou  not  hear  them 
call  ? 

j^Here  they  both  call ;  the  Drainer  fiandz  amazed j  not 
knowing  ivhich  ivay  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner, 
Vint,  What,  ftand'lt  thou  ftilJ,  and  hear*A  fach  a  cal- 
ling ?  Look  to  the  guefts  within.    My  Lord,  old  Sir  John 
with  half  a  dozen  more  are  at  the  door  j  ihall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Henry,  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the 
door.    Poins!  ^Exit  Vintner, 

Enter  Poins. 
Poins,  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  Faljlajf  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves  are 
at  the  door  ;  lhail  we  be  merry  ? 

Poins  As  merry  as  Crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye, 
•what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeft  of  the 
drawer?  come,  what's  the  iflue  ? 

P.  Henry.  lam  now  of  all  humours,  that  have fhewM 
themfelves  humours,  fmce  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam, 
to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prcfent  twelve  a- clock  at  midnight. 
What's  a-clock,  Francis  ? 

Fran,  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

P.  Henry,  That  ever  this  fellow  ihould  have  fewer 
words  than  a  Parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  Woman  !  His 
induftry  is  up  ftairs  and  down  ftairs  5  his  eloquence  the  par- 
cel of  a  reckoning,  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the 
hot-fpur  of  the  north  j  he  that  kills  me  forne  fix  or  feven 
dozen  of  Scots^iX.  a  breakfalt,  wafhes  his  hands,  and  fays  to 
his  wife,  Fie  upon  this  quiet  life  !  I  ivant  ivork,  0  my 
f'vjeet  Harry,  lays  Hie,  how  many  haft  thou  ki/Td  to-day  P 
Gi've  my  roan  horfe  a  drench,  fays  lie,  and  anfwers,//o»2ff 
fourteen,  an  hour  after  5  a  trijle,  a  trijie.  I  pr'ythee, 
call  m  Falftaff,  I'll  play  P<?/-f^,  and  that  damn'd  brawn 
Aall  play  dame  Martimer  his  wife.  Ribi  I  lays  the  drun- 
kard.   Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Tzl&izff,  Gads-hill,  B^rdolph,  W  Peto. 

Poins,  Welcome,  Jack,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fal,  A  plague  of  all  cowards^  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 

too. 
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too,  marry  and  ^»2^;7  /  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy — — 
Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  few  nether  focks,  and  mend 
them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards !  Give 
me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue.    Is  there  no  virtue  extant  ? 

[He  drinks. 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difh  of  but- 
ter ?  pitiful' hearted  butter,  that  melted  -'t  the  fweet  face 
of  the  fun  ?  if  thou  didll,  then  behold  that  compound. 

FaL  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too  j  there  is 
nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man  5  yet  a 
coward  is  v^orfe  than  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in  it.  A 

villainous  coward  Go  thy  ways,  oid  yack^  die  when 

thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  upon 
the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten  herring :  there 
live  not  three  good  men  unhanged  in  England y  and  one  of 
them  is  fat,  and  grows  old,  God  help  the  while,  a  bad- 
world  I  fay ,  I  would  I  were  a  weaver,  I  could  ling  pfalms, 
and  all  manner  of  fongs.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay 
ftill. 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  Woolfack,  what  mutter  you  ? 

Fal.  A  King's  fon  ?  if  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  fubjeil:s 
afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never  wear  hair 
on  my  face  more.    You  Prince  of  Wales  ^ 

P.  Henry.  Why,  you  whore  fon  round  man !  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  ^  coward  ?  anfwer  me  to  that,  and 
Poijis  there  ? 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward.  Til 
ftabthee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  cowfard  !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  I'll 
ciall  thee  coward  ;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I 
could  run  as  fait  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftrait  enough  m 
tlie  flioulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back  :  call  you 
that  backing  of  your  friends  .^a  plague  upon  fuch  backing  1 

give  me  them  that  will  face  me  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack., 

I  am  a  rogue  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thy  lips  are  fcar-cc  wip'd  fince  thou, 
firunk'ft  laft. 

Fah  All's  one  for  that.  [He  dritikt. 
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A  plague  of  all  cowards,  ftiil,  fay  I. 
P.  Henry.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  What's  the  matter !  here  be  four  of  us,  have  ta^cii 
a  thoufand  pound  this  morning, 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  f  where  is  it  ? 

Fal.  Where  is  it  1  taken  from  us,  it  is  j  a  hundred  upon 
poor  four  of  us. 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

Fal.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  were  not  at  half  fword  with  a 
<3ozen  of  them  two  hours  together,  I  have  efcapM  by  mi- 
racle. I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet,  four 
through  the  hofe,  my  buckler  cut  through  and  through,  my 
fword  hack'd  like  a  hand-faw,  ecce  ftgnum,  I  never  dcaJt 
better  hnce  I  was  a  man  ;  all  would  not  do.    A  plague  of 

all  cowards  -let  them  fpeak  ;  if  they  fpeak  more  or  lefs 

than  truth,  they  are  villains  and  the  fons  of  darknefs. 

P.  Henry,  Speak,  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 

Oads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 

Fal.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  Lord. 

Gads,  And  bound  them. 

Peto,  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them, 
or  I  am  a  Je^tv  elfe,  an  Ebrew  jfew. 

Gads.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  lix  or  feven  frefh  men 
iet  upon  lis. 

Fal. .  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the  other. 

P.  Henry,  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

Fal,  All !  I  know  not  what  ye  call  all ;  but  if  I  fought 
not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifli ;  if  there 
were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack,  then 
am  I  no  two-leggM  creature. 

Foins.  Pray  heav'n  you  have  not  murthcred  fome  of  them. 

Fal.  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  havepepper'd  two 
of  them  ;  two  I  am  fure  I  have  pay'd,  two  rogues  in 
buckram  fuits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal,  if  I  tell  thee  a  lie, 
fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe  j  thou  know'ft  my  old  ward  5 
here  I  Jay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point  j  four  rogues  in  buck' 
ram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.  Henry.  What,  four  ?  thou  faidft  but  two,  even  now. 

FaL  Four,  Haly  I  told  thee  four. 
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•Poim.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

iFaL  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrull  at 
Hie  5  I  made  nvo  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven  points 
in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Henry.  Seven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins,  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 

Fa/,  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henry,  Pr'ythee  let  him  alone,  we  fhall  have  more 
anon. 

Fal.  Doll  thou  hear  me,  Hal  f 
P.  Henry.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack, 
Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  to  :  thefe  nine 
in  buckram  that  I  told  thee  of  — — 
P.  Henry,  So,  two  more  already. 
Fal,  Their  points  being  broken  — 
Poins.  Down  fell  their  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground  5  but  I  folIowM  me  clofe, 
came  in  foot  and  hand  j  and  with  a  thought,  feven  of  the 
eleven  I  payM. 

P.  Henry,  Q  monftrous !  eleven  buckram  men  grown  out 
of  two  ! 

Fal.  But  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begotten 
knaves  in  Kendal  green  came  at  my  back,  and  let  drive  at 
me  J  (for  it  was  fo  dark,  Haly  that  thoucould'ft  not  fee  thy 
hand.) 

P.  Henry.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them, 
grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou  clay- 
brain'd  guts,  thou  knotty-pated  fool,  thou  whorefon  ob* 
fcene  greafie  tallow-ketch  

Fal,  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth  the  truth  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why,  howcould'ft  thou  know  thefe  men  in 
Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could' ft  not  fee 
thy  hand  ?  come,  tell  us  your  reafon  :  what  fay'il  thou  cO 
this  ? 

Poim,  Come,  your  reafon,  ^acky  your  reafon. 

Fal.  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  no  ;  were  I  at  the  Arap- 
pado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tell  you  oa 
compulfion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compulfiO.^  I  if  i^^aions 
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were  as  plenty  as  black- berries,  I  would  give  no  man  a  rpa* 
fon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

P.  Henry,  Fll  be  no  longer  gqilty  of  this  fin.  This  fan- 
guine  coward,  this  bed -prefler,  this  horfe- back-breaker,  this 
huge  hill  of  flefh,  

Fah  Away^youftatvelingjyou  Eel-/kin,  youdryMneats- 
tongue,  bulls-pizzel,  you  ftock-fiih  :  Ofor  breath  to  utter 
what  is-like  thee!  You  taylor*s  yard,  youfheath,  you  bow- 
cafe,  you  vile  ftanding  tuck. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to't  again  ; 
and  when  thou  haft  tirM  thy  felf  in  bafe  comparifons,  hear 
me  fpeak  but  this. 

Poins,  Mark,  Jack, 

P.  Henry,  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four,  you  bound 
them,  and  were  mafters  of  their  wealth  :  mark  now,  how 
a  plain  tale  fhall  put  you  down.  Then  did  we  two  fet  on 
you  four,  and  with  a  word,  out-fac'dyou  from  your  prize, 
and  have  it,  yea,  and  can  fhew  it  you  here  in  the  houfe. 
And,  Falftaff,  you  carry  *d  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with 
as  quick  dexterity,  and  roar'd  for  mercy,  and  IHli  ran  and 
roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  bull-calf.  What  a  Have  art  thou,  to 
hack  thy  fword  asthou'-haft  done,  and  then  fay  it  was  in 
fight !  What  trick  ?  what  device  ?  what  f>arting-hole  canft 
thou  nov/  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 
iliame  ? 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear,  y^z^^jwhat  trick  haft  thou  now  ? 

Fal,  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  made 
ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  m afters  j  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the 
h'^ir  apparent  ?  Should  1  turn  upon  the  true  Prince  ?  Why,, 
thou  knoweft  I  am  as  valiant  as  Htrcules  j  but  beware  in- 
itin£l,  the  Lion  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince :  inftindl  is 
a  great  matter,  1  was  a  coward  on  inl1:in£l :  I  fhali  think 
the  better  of  my  felf,  and  thee,  durini^  my  life  j  I,  for  a  va- 
liant Lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  pi  ii-ce.  Bat,  by  the  Lord,, 
lads,  I  am  giad  you  have  the  mony.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the 
doors  ^  watch  to-night,  pray  to-morrow.  Gallants,  lads, 
boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowftiip  come- 
to  you  !  What;  fcall  we  be  merry  ?  ihall  we  have  a  play 

tempore 
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P»  Henry,  Content  5  and  the  argument  fhall  be,  thy  run* 
ning  away. 

FaL  Ah,  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  loveft  me. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Hoftefs, 
Hoft,  O  Jefu  I  my  Lord  the  Prince ! 
P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  hoftefs,  what  fay'll 
thou  to  me  ? 

Hoji.  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  Nobleman  of  the  Court 
at  door  would  fpeak  with  you ;  he  fays  he  comes  from 
your  father. 

P.  Henry,  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal 
man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 
Fal,  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 
HJi,  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 
P.  Henry,  Pr*ythee  do.  Jack, 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exits 
P.  Henry.  Now,  Sirs,  byV  Lady  you  fought  fair  ;  fo  did 
you,  Peto,  fo  did  you,  Bardolpb :  you  are  Lions  too,  you 
ran  away  upon  inftind  j  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince, 
no,  fie ! 

Bard,  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft  5  how  came  Falfiaff\ 
fword  fo  hackt  ? 

Feto,  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  dagger,  and  faid,  he 
would  fwear  truth  out  of  England^  but  he  would  make  you 
believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear  grafs,  to 
make  them  bleed,  and  then  beflubber  our  garments  with  it> 
and  fwear  it  was  tlie  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did 
not  thelb  feven  years  before,  I  biufh'd  to  hear  hismonftroua 
devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftoleft  a  cup  of  fack  eighteea 
years  ago,  and  wort  taken  in  the  manour,  and  ever  fines 
thou  haft  blufli'd  extempore  ;  thou  hadft  fire  and  fword  on 
thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away  j  what  inftindl  hadft 
^ou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors  ?  do  you 
behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

Vol.  V,  D  F.Henry. 
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P.  Henry,  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

p.  Henry,  Hot  livery,  and  cold  pnifes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  taken, 

V.Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  ha  iter. 
SCENE   XI.  Enter 
Jlere  comes  lean  Jach,  here  comes  bare- bone.  How  now, 
my  fweet  creature  of  bombaft,  hew  long  is*t  ago.  Jack, 
fince  thou  faw'll  thy  own  knee  ? 

I*'aL  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about  thy  years, //"ii/, 
I  was  not  an  Eagle's  talon  in  thcwalie;  I  could  have  crept 
into  any  Alderman's  thumb-jing  :  a  plague  of  fighing  and 
grief,  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder.  There's  villainous 
news  abroad :  here  was  Sir  John  Braby  from  your  father  j 
you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in  the  morning.  That  fame  mad 
fellow  of  the  north,  Verty  j  and  he  of  Wales ,  that  gave 
Amamon  the  ballinado,  and  made  "Lucifer  cuckold,  and 
fwore  the  Devil  his  true  Liege-man  upon  the  crofs  of  a 
/^^^•hook  :  what  a  plague  call  you  him— — ■ 
Feins.  O,  Gkndoiver, 

FaL  O'ivefjy  Oiven  ;  the  fame,  and  his  fon  in-h^w  Mor^ 
t'mer^  and  pfd  Northumberlandy  and  the  fprightly  Scot  of 
Scots y  DoivglaSy  that  luns  a  hcri'eback  up  a  hill  perpen- 
dicular— " 

P.  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  piflol 
kills  a  Sparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

V.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

FaU  Well,  that  rafcai  hath  good  mettle  in  him,  he  wilj 
aot  run. 

V.Henry,  Why,  what  a  rafcaJ  art  thou  then,  to  praife 
him  fo  for  running  ? 

Fal,  A  hojfeback,  ye  cuckow,  but  afcct  he  will  no$ 
budge  a  foot. 

P.  Henry,  Yes,  Jack,  npon  inftinft, 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftin£i:  well,  he  is  there  t<j^ 
5ind  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue-caps  more,  Wcr- 
cejieris  ItoPn  away  by  night:  thy  father's  beard  is  turn'd 
white  with  the  news:  you  |pay  buy  l^r*d  now  as  cheap  as 
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p.  Binry,  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June,  and 
this  civil  buffetting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  maidenheads  as  they 
buy  hob- nails,  by  the  hundred. 

FaL  By  the  Mafs,  lad,  thou  fay'ft  true;  it  is  like  we 
fhall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir  apparent,  could 
the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  again  as  that 
fiend  DoiugldSy  that  fpirit  P^rry,  and  that  devil  G/^Wcw^r? 
art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  wh it, i' faith ;  I  lack  fome  of  thy  inftind:. 

FaL  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow,  when 
thou  com 'ft  to  thy  father  :  if  thou  do  love  me,  pradife  an 
anfwer. 

P.  Henry,  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

FaL  Shall  I  ?  content :  this  chair  fliail  be  my  ftate,  this 
dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  cuihion  my  crown. 

P.  Henry.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-ftool,  thy  gol- 
den fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown 
for  a  pitiful  bald  crown. 

FaL  Well,  an  the  lire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee, 

now  lhalt  thou  be  moved  Give  me  a  cup  of  fack  ro 

make  mine  eyes  Look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I  have 
wept ;  for  I  muft  fpeakin  paiFion,  and  I  will  do  it  in  King 
*  Cam.hyfes^  vein. 

P.  Henry.  Weil,  here  is  my  leg. 

FaL  And  here  is  my  fpeech— Stand  afide,  Nobility  — 

Ho/i.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i*f;i;th. 

F.:iL  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen ,  for  trickling  tears  are  va  in. 

Hfft.  O  t]^e  f  ither!  how  he  holds  his  countenance  | 

FaL  For  God's  fake.  Lords,  convey  my  triilful  Queen, 
For  tears  do  flop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hcfl,  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thofe  harlotry 
players,  as  ever  I  fe^. 

FaL  Peace,  good  pint-pot,  peace  good  lick  le- brain  • 

Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpiudcft  thy  time,; 
but  aifo,  how  thou  art  accompany'd:  for  though  the  ra- 
momil,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  fjOer  it  grovvs  5  ye^ 

*  An  old  Play  intUlcd  ^  InmentahJe  I'rageiiie  m^xed  full  of  plt  ifun 
mirth^  containing  th»  lije  o/Cambifcs  King  of  i^crciA.  Ji/  Thonuii 
Pr»llon, 

D  Z  youth. 
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youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  wears.  Thou 
art  my  fon  5  I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my 
opinion  5  but  chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and 
a  fooli/h  hanging  of  thy  nether  hp,  that  doth  warrant  me. 
If  then  thou  be  Ton  to  me,  here  lyeth  the  point ;  why,  be- 
ing fon  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  bleffed  Sun 
of  heav'n  prove  a  micher,  and  eat  black-berries  ?  a  queftion 
not  to  be  afk'd.  Shall  the  fon  of  England  prove  a  thief, 
and  take  purfes  ?  a  queftion  to  be  alkM.  There  is  a  thing, 
Harry ^  which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to 
many  in  our  land  by  the  name  of  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  an- 
cient writers  do  report,  doth  defile  5  fo  doth  the  company 
thou  keep'ft  5  for,  Harry,  now  do  I  not  fpeak  to  thee  in 
drink,  but  in  tears  j  not  in  pleafure,  but  in  pafliorj ;  not  in 
words  only,  but  in  woes  alfo  ;  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous 
man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I 
know  not  his  name. 

P.  Henry,  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  Majefty  ? 

FaL  A  goodly  portly  man  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent  5  of 
a  chearful  look,  a  pleafmg  eye,  and  a  moft  noble  carriage  ; 
and  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'rlady,  inclining 
to  threefcore  5  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Fal- 
fiaff;  if  that  man  ftiould  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceives  me  9 
for,  Harry,  I  fee  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the  fruit 
may  be  known  by  the  tree,  as  the  tree  by  the  fruit,  then 
|)eremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that  Faljiaff  5 
Jiim  keep  with,  the  reft  banifti.  And  tell  me  now,  thou 
naughty  varlet,tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Henry,  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ft  and 
for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

FaL  Depofe  me  ?  If  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely, 

fo  majeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by 
the  heels  for  a  rabbet- fucker,  or  a  poulterer's  hare. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

FaL  And  here  I  ftand  \  judge,  my  mafters. 

p.  Henry.  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 

FaL  My  noble  Lord,  from  E aft-cheap. 

P.  Uenry.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

FaL  'Sblood,  my  Lord,  they  are  falfe.  Nay,  I'll 

tickle  ye  for  a  young  Prince. 

P.  Henry% 
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V.  Henry.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  br  y  ?  henc'fi^irh 
ns'f  r  look  on  me  j  thou  art  violently  cany'd  awa  y  fron> 
grace  ;  there's  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  or  a  tat 
old  man :  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  V/hy  deft  thou 
converfe  with  that  trunk  of  iiumoitrs,  that  boulting-hurcb 
of  beaftlinefs,  that  fwoJn  parcel  of  dropfies,  that  huge  bom- 
bard of  fack,  that  ftuft  cloak-bag  of  guts,  th?t  roafted 
Manning-tree  Ox  with  the  pudding  in  his  bej.'y,  thatreve- 
rend  vici,  that  grey  iniquity,  that  father  rufHan,  that  va- 
nity in  years  ?  Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  tafle  fack  an4 
drink  it  ?  v^^herein  neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon 
and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  v/herein  crafty, 
but  in  villainy  ?  wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  things  ? 
wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

Fal.  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you: 
whom  means  your  Grace  > 

P.  Henry,  That  villainous  abominable  mif-leadsr  of 
youth,  Falftaf^  that  old  white- bearded  Sathan. 

Fal  My  Lord,  the  man  1  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  knov/  thou  doft. 

Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in  mf 
felf,  vv^ereto  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old,  the 
mere's  the  pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  it  j  but  that  he  is^ 
(faving  your  reverence, )a  whoremafter,  that  I  utterly  deny. 
If  fack  and  fugarbe  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked !  if  to  be 
old  and  merry  he  a  f!n,then  many  an  old  hort  that  I  know 
is  damn'd :  if  to  be  fat  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean 
kineare  to  be  lov'd.  No,  my  good  Lord,  banifh  P^fo,  ba- 
nifh  Bardolph,  banifh  Pcins  ;  but  for  fweet  Jack  Falftaff, 
kind  Jack  Falftaff,  true  JackFalftaff,  MxYuintJack  Fal- 
ftaffi  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack 
Faljiaff ;  banifh  not  him  thy  Harry\  company :  baniih 
plump  Jack,  and  banifh  all  tlie  world. 

P.  Henry,  I  do,  i  will.    [^Knockingy  and  Hcfief:  goes  out^ 
Enter  Bardolph  running.  " 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  molt 
monflrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue !  play  out  the  Play  \  Jbave  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Faljhff. 

D  3  jRf- 
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Re'cnter  the  Hojiefs, 
JJofi,  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ! 

Fal,  Heigh,  heigh,  the  Devil  rides  upon  a  fiddlc-ftick  : 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Hoji,  The  Sheriff"  and  all  the  watch  arc  at  the  door  : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe :  fhall  I  let  them  in  ?* 

Fah  Doft  thou  hear.  Half  never  call  a  true  piece  of  gold 
a  counterfeit :  thou  arteflentially  mad,  without  feeming  fo, 

P.  Henry,  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  inftinft. 

Fah  I  deny  your  major  5  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff, 
lb  5  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well 
as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up !  I  hope  I  ihall 
as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  halter,  as  another. 

P.  Henry,  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  arras,  the  reft  walk 
above.  Now,  my  mafters,  for  a  true  face  and  good  con- 
fcience. 

Fah  Both  which  I  have  had  ;  but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me.     [Exeunt  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  ^c. 

P.  Henry,  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

SCENE    Xn.    Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

V,  Henry,  Now,  mafter  Sheriff,  what  is  your  will  with 
me  ? 

Sber,  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  Lord.    A  hue  and'cry 
Hath  followed  certain  men  unto  this  houfe, 
P.  Henry.  What  men  ? 

Sber^  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord, 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car,  As  tat  as  butter,  r 

P.  Henry,  The  man,  I  do  affure  you,  is  not  here, 
Tor  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him  j 
jAnd,  Sheriff  I  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
*rhat  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 
por  any  thing  he  IhaJl  be  charged  withal ; 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sher,  I  will,,  my  Lord :  there  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  io{^  three  hundred  marks. 

p.  Henry,  it  may  be  fo  j  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men. 
He  ftall  be  aniwerable  ;  and  fo  farevvei. 

Shsr,  Good  night,  iry  noble  Lcrd. 

P,  mnfy. 
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P.  Henry,  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher\  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  clock. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff  and  Carrier, 

P.  Henry,  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  PauVs  j  go 
call  him  forth. 

Peto,  Faljlaff!  faft  afleep  behind  the  arras,  and  fnor  ting 
like  a  horfe. 

P.  Henry.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath  :  fearch 
his  pockets.  [He fearckes  bis  pockets ,  andjinds  certain  papers. 
What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Peto,  Nothing  but  papers,  my  Lord. 
P.  Henry,  Let's  fee,  what  be  they  ?  read  them. 
Peto,  Item,  a  capon,  2  5.  z  d. 
Item,  Sawce,  4  d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  55.  %  d. 
Itemy  Anchoves  and  fack  after  fupper,  zs,  6  d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny, 

P.  Henry,  O  monftrous !  but  one  halfpenny-worth  of 
bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  ?  What  there  is  elfe, 
keep  ciofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  j  there  let  him 
fleep  'till  day.  I'll  to  the  Court  in  the  morning  :  we  muft 
all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place  lhall  be  honourable.  I'll  pro- 
cure this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot,  and  I  know  his  death 
will  be  a  *  march  of  twelvefcore.  The  mony  fhall  be  paid 
back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes  in  the 
morning  ;  and  fo  good  morrow,  Peto. 

Peto,  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  [Exeunt • 

ACT    m.     SCENE  1. 

The  Arch- deacon  of  Bangor 'j  Houje  in  Wales. 
Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Lord  Mortimer,  and 
Owen  Glendower. 
Mort,  'T'Hefe  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure. 

And  our  indudlion  full  of  profperous  hope. 
Hot,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  coufm  Glendoiver, 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And  uncle  JVorceJier  A  plague  upon  it !  — — 

I  have  forgot  the  map. 
Glend,  No,  here  it  is ; 

•  /.  r.  it  will  kill  him  to  marcb  fo  far  as  twelvefcore  yards* 

5  Sit, 
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Sit,  coufin  Percy,  fit,  good  coufin  Hot f pur: 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancajier 
Doth  rpcak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale,  and  with 
A  rifing  figh,  he  wiflieth  you  in  heav'n. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Oiven  GUndo-wer  fpoke  of. 

Glend,  I  blame  him  not :  at  my  nativity 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fiiapes. 
Of  burning  crefllts  j  knew  that  at  my  birth. 
The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth. 
Shook  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  So  it  would  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay  the  earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot,  I  fay  the  earth  then  was  not  of  my  mind  j 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fliook. 

Glend.  The  heav'ns  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot,  O,  then  th'  earth  /hook  to  fee  the  heav'ns  on  fire. 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Difeafcd  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  Arrange  eruptions  j  and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colick  pinch'd  and  vext. 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  5  which  for  enlargement  ftriving, 
Shakes  the  old  beldam  earth,  and  topples  down 
High  tow'rs  and  mofs-grown  fteeples.    At  your  birth, 
Ourgrandam  earth,  with  this  diftemperature. 
In  pafiion  fhook. 

Glend.  Coufin,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  crollings :  give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  birth 
The  front  of  heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes. 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  ftrangeiy  clam'rous  in  the  frighted  fields : 
Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary. 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
1  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living,  dipt  in  with  the  fea 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  fVaks^  or  Scotl^nd^ 
4  Who 
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W!io  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  lead  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  fan. 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot,  I  think  there  is  no  man  fpeaks  better  Weljh, 

I'll  to  dinner  

Mort,  Peace,  coufin  Percy ,  you  will  make  him  mad, 
Glend.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  the  vafty  deep. 
Hot»  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend,  Why,  I  can  teach  thee  to  command  the  devil. 
Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  fhame  the  devil. 
By  telling  truth,  Tell  truth,  and  Jhame  the  devil. 
If  thou  have  pow'r  to  ralfe  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I've  pow'r  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  Hiame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come ! 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Boltngbroke  made  head 
Againft  my  pow'r  5  thrice  from  the  banks  of  JVyey 
And  Tandy -bottom'd  Se'vern,  have  I  fent 
Him  bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot»  Home,  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too ! 
How  'fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend,  Come,  here's  the  map :  fha  1 1  we  divide  our  right. 
According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? 

Mort.  Th'  Arch-deacon  hath  divided  it  already 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  'Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  aflign'd  : 
Allweftward,  JVales,  beyond  the -S^i/^rw  fliore. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound. 
To  Oiven  Glendoiver  5  and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent » 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn  : 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 
(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute) 
To-morrow,  coufin  Percy,  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  iVorceJier,  will  fet  forth. 
To  meet  your  father  and  the  Scottijh  power. 
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As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shreivjbury, 

My  father  Glendoiver  is  not  ready  yet. 

Nor  fliall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days : 

Within  in  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 

Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  fliall  fend  me  to  you.  Lords : 
And  in  my  conduct  fhall  your  Ladies  come. 
From  whom  you  now  muit  ileal  and  take  no  leave  j 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  ihed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot,  Methinks  my  portion,  north  from  Burton  here> 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  crankling  in. 
And  curs  me,  from  the  beft  of  all  my  land 
A  huge  half  moon  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
1*11  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up  : 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Itrent  fhall  run 
In  a  new  ch!annel,  fair  and  evenly  : 
It  ihall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent| 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  it  ihail,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort.  But  mark,  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide. 
Gelding  th'  oppofed  continent  as  much. 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor,  Yes,  bat  a  little  charge  v/ill  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  noi  th-fide  win  this  cape  of  land. 
Then  he  runs  ftrait  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo,  a  little  charge  will  do  it, 

Glend.  I  v/ill  not  have  it  alter 'd. 

Hot,  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend,  No,  nor  you  fliall  not. 

Hot,  Who  fliall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  L 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underfliand  you  then,  fpeak  it  in  Wclfn* 
Glend,  I  can  fpeak  Engli/hy  Lord,  as  well  as  you. 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englijh  Court  : 
Where,  being  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  EngUJh  ditty>  lovely  well. 

And 


King  H  E  N  R  V  IV.  47 

And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament  y 
A  virtue  that  v/as  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot,  Marry,  Vm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mt\v, 
I'han  one  of  thcfe  fame  meeter-ballad-mongers  5 
I 'ad  rather  hear  a  brazen  candleftick  turn'd. 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree. 
And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge. 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry  ; 
'Tis  like  the  forc*d  gate  of  a  ihuffling  nag# 

Glend.  Come,  you  fliall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot,  I  do  not  care  ;  1*11  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
As  that  to  any  well-deferving  friend  ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
1*11  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  fhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend,  The  moon  fhines  fair,  you  may  away  by  nights. 
I  will  go  hafte  the  *  writer,  and  withal 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence  : 
I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer,  \Ex{t^ 
S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Mort,  Fie,  coufm  Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  father ! 

Hot,  I  cannot  chufe  ;  lometime  he  angers  m.e, 
f  With  telling  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  dreamer  Merlin^  and  his  prophecies  j 
And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fi£h, 
A  clipt-vving'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulting  Raven, 
A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Cat  5 
And  fnch  a  deal  of  ficimble-fkamble  iluff. 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith,    I  tell  you  what. 
He  held  me  the  laft  night  at  leaft  nine  hours. 
In  reck'ning  up  the  feveral  devils  names, ' 
That  were  his  lackeys :  I  cry'd  hunty  and  ivell. 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.    O,  he's  as  tedious. 
As  a  tir'd  horfe,  or  as  a  railing  wife  5 

*  He  means  the  writer  of  the  articles. 

t  This  alludes  to  an  old  prophecy,  which  is  faid  to  have  indacedl 
Owen  Glcndowtr  to  take  wma  againft  K,  Mfnr/i  S^e  HaWs  Chron. 
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Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  houfe.    Fid  rather  live 
With  cheefc  and  garlick  in  a  windmill  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  mc. 
In  any  fummer- houfe  in  Chriftendom. 

Mort,  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  5 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  ftrange  concealments  5  valiant  as  a  Lion 
And  wond'rous  affable  ;  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India  :  /hall  I  tell  you,  coufin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpedl. 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  fcope. 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour  5  *faith,  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger  and  reproof. 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intrcat  you. 

ff^or.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  wilful- blame. 
And  fince  your  coming  here  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience  : 
You  muft-  needs  learn.  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault ; 
Though  fometimes  it  fhews  greatnefs,  courage,  blood, 
(And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  j) 
Vet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defedl,  of  manners,  want  of  government. 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain  : 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofeth  men's  hearrs,  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides. 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hor,  Well,  I  am  fchool'd  :  good  manners  be  your  fpeed  j 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 
SCENE  in. 

Enter  Glendower,  luith  the  Ladies, 
Mort,  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  Englipy  I  no  Welj%, 

Glend,  My  daughter  weeps,  /he  will  not  part  with  you. 
She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  /he'll  to  the  wars. 

Mort,  Good  father,  tell  her,  /he  and  my  aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduft  fpeedily. 

Glendower  fpeaks  to  her  in  Welih,  and  fie  anfwers 
him  in  tbs  Jams^  ,  Glend, 
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'Chnd,  She*s  defp'^ratehere :  apeeviflifelf- wiird  harlotry, 
Tbat  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Ths  Lady  /peaks  in  Welfh. 

Mort,  I  underftand  thy  looks  5  that  pretty  Welfhy 
Whikh  thou  pour'ft  down  from  thofe  two  fwelling  heav'ns, 
I  am  too  perfedl  in  :  and  but  for  fhame, 
la  fucb  a  parly  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

\lbe  Lady  again  /«  Welili. 

Mart,  I  underftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine. 
And  that's  a  feeling  difputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
*H11 1  have  learn'd  thy  language:  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Weljh  as  fweetas  ditties  highly  penn'd^ 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  fummer*s  bower, 
With  ravifhing  divifion  to  her  lute. 

Gleid^  Nay,  an  if  thou  melt,  then  will  f!»  run  mad, 

\T^e  Lady  f peaks  again  in  Wcjih- 

Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 

Glend,  She  bids  you, 
Alf  on  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  down. 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  fhe  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you. 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  lleep. 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs  5 
Jklaking  fuch  difference  betwixt  wake  and  deep. 
As  is  the  diff'rence  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heav^nly-harnefsM  team 
Begins  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eaft, 

Mort,  With  all  my  heart  Til  fit,  and  hear  her  £ng ; 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend,  Do  fo  j 
And  tho*^  th*  muficians  that  fhall  play  to  you. 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence  j 
Yet  ftrait  they  (hall  be  here :  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfeft  in  lying  down:  come^ 
^pkk,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

Percy,  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.         \ftbe  mufick  plays. 

Hot,  Now  I  perceive  the  devil  underftands  Weljh^  and 
*tK  no  marvel  he  is  fo  humorous,  by'rlady  he's  a  good 
snn^bn. 

Vol.,  V,  t  Percy. 
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L.  Perty,  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  mulical,  for 
you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours :  Jye  Hill,  ye  thief, 
and  hear  the  Lady  fing  in  Wel[h. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady  my  brach  howl  in  lrijh\ 

L.  Percy.  Would*  ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot,  No. 

L.  Percy.  Then  be  ftill. 
Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 
L.P^rrjr.  Now  God  help  thee! 
Hot.  To  the  Welfh  Lady's  bed. 
L.  Percy,  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace,  fhe  fings.  \Here  the  Lady  fingt  a  Wclfli  fong* 
Come,  I'll  have  your  fong  too, 

L.  Percy.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh !  you  fwear  like  a  com* 
iit-maker's  wife ;  not  you,  in  good  footh  5  and,  as  true  as 
I  lo've  ^  and,  ai  God  Jhall  mend  me  j  and,  ai  fure  as  day  : 
and  giveft  fuch  farcenet  furety  for  thy  oaths,  as  if  thoB 
never  waJk'dft  further  than  Fimbury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath,  and  leave  infootb. 
And  fuch  protefts  of  pepper-ginger-bread. 
To  velvet-guards,  and  Sunday -ciiiztvis. 
Come,  fing. 

L.  Percy.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hot,  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Robin'Ked'^ 
Breaft-ttTichtT  \  if  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away 
within  thefe  two  hours :  and  focome  in,  when  ye  will. 

Glend.  Come,  come.  Lord  Mortimer y  you  are  as  flow. 
As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this,  our  book  is  drawn :  we  will  but  feal. 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mortt  With  all  my  heart*  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  ly.   fFIND  S  0  R. 
Enter  King  Henry ,  Prince  of  W^hs,  Lords  and  others. 

K.Henry.  Lords,  give  us  leave  5  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  I 
Muft  have  fome  private  conference :  but  be  near. 
For  we  fliall  prefently  have  need  of  you.— Lords* 
I  know  aot  whether  Cod  will  hays  it  foj 
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For  fome  difpleafing  fervice  I  have  done ; 

That,  in  his  fecret doom,  out  of  my  blood 

He  breeds  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  mc  i 

But  thou  doft  in  thy  paflages  of  life 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark*d 

For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heav'n. 

To  punifh  my  mif-treadings.    Tell  me,  elfe 

Could  fueh  inordinate  and  low  defires. 

Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attaints. 

Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety. 

As  thou  art  matched  withal  and  grafted  to, 

Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood. 

And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Henry,  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  wifli  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe. 
As  well,  as  I  amdoubtlefs  I  can  purge 
My  felf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal. 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd. 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  G  reatnefs  needs  muft  hear. 
By  fmiling  pick- thanks  and  bafe  news-mongers; 
I  nwy  for  fome  things  true  (wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular) 
Find  pardon,  on  mytruefubmiflion. 

K, Henry,  Heaven  pardon  thee!  yet  let  me  wonder. 
At  thy  affeftions,  which  do  hold  a  wing  (Harry 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  ancellors,  i 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupply'd  ; 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  Hearts 
Cf  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  blood. 
The  hope  and  expedtation  cf  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd,  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 
Had  I  fo  lavifh  of  my  prefence  been> 
So  common-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men> 
So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  5 
©pinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown. 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  polTeflion, 
And  left  mc  in  reputelefs  banifhment. 
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A  fellow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood* 
By  being  feldom  leen,  I  could  not  ftir 
But  like  a  comet  I  was  wondred  at  j 
That  men  would  tell  their  children,         h  he* 
Others  would  fay,  Where  f  ivhich  is  Bolingbrokc  ? 
And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefie  from  heav'n, 
-And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  humility. 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 
Loud  Ihouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths. 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  did  keep  my  perfon  frefh  and  new. 
My  prefence  like  a  robe  pontifical. 
Ne'er  feen  but  wonderM  at ;  and  fo  my  ftate. 
Seldom  bur  fumptuous,  fhewed  like  a  feall. 
And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 
The  skipping  King,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
With  fhallow  jefters,  and  laih  baven  wits. 
Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt  j  'fcarded  his  (late, 
Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools,  ^ 
Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcoms. 
And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name. 
To  laugh  with  gybing  boys,  and  ftand  the  puik 
Of  every  beardlefs,  vain  comparative: 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
EnfeofF'd  himfelf  to  popularity  : 
That  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes. 
They  furfeited  with  honey,  and  began 
To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  little 
More  than  a  little  is  by  mqch  too  much. 
So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen. 
He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  Jnne^ 
Heard,  not  regarded  ;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyc2. 
As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community. 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze  5 
Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  Majefty, 
When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyesj 
They  ratiier  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down. 
Slept  in  h/s  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpe^ 
As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  ad  verfaries. 
Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg*«J^ 
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And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftand'ft  thou  j 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  privilege 

With  vile  participation.    Not  an  eye, 

But  is  a -weary  of  thy  common  fight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  ; 

Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do. 

Make  blind  it  felf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

P»  Henry,  I  /hall  hereafter,  my  thi  ice  gracious  Lord, 
Be  more  my  felf. 

K.  Henry,  Harry,  for  all  the  world. 
As  thou  art  at  this  hour,  wzs  Richard  then. 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Ravenfpurg  j 
And  evjn  as  I  was  then,  is  P€rcy  now. 
Now  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot. 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thou,  the  ihadow  of  fuccelSon : 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  realm, 
Toms  head  againft  the  Lion's  armed  jaws ; 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  Lords  and  rev'rend  Bifhops  on. 
To  bloody  battels,  and  to  bruifing  arms* 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  Dvwglaz,  whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurftons,  and  great  name  in  arms. 
Holds  from  all  foldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capital. 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrlft  f 

Thrice  hath  this  Hot-fpttr  Man  in  fwathing-cloaths. 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprifes, 

Bifcomfited  great  Dowglas,  ta'en  him  once, 

^Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 

Toiill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 

And  fhake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy,  Northumberland , 

Th' Archbiihop's  Grace  of  Torky  Dm^glas  and  Mortimer^ 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  news  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry ^  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes,^ 

Which  ait  tDy  n«ar'it  and  deareft  enemy  ? 

£  3  Thoa 
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Thou  that  art  like  enough,  through  va(Ial  fear, 
Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleen. 
To  fight  againft  me  under  Fercy*%  pay. 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  curt' fie  at  his  frowns. 
To  ihew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate, 

P,  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  ihall  not  find  it  fo : 
And  heav'n  forgive  them,  thatfo  much  have  fwaj'd^ 
Your  Majeily's  good  thoughts  away  from  me! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percys  head. 
And  in  the  clofmg  of  fome  glorious  day. 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon  : 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  ali  of  blood. 
And  Itain  my  favour  in  a  bloody  mask. 
Which  waflit  away  fhall  fcowre  my  fliame  with  it* 
And  that  fhall  be  the  day,  when  e*er  it  lights. 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  ^dlhnt  Hot -f pur,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm. 
Would  there  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 
My  ihames  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come. 
That  I  fhall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities, 
Percy  is  but  my  faftor,  good  my  Lord, 
T'  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf  5 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  flri£t  account,  / 
That  he  fhall  render  every  glory  up. 
Yea,  even  the  flighteft  worfhip  of  hifi  time. 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  heav'n,  I  promife  here  i 
The  which,  if  I  perform't  and  do  furvivc, 
I  do  befeech  your  Majefly,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperature  y 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds. 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow* 

K.  Henry,  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this  s 
Thou  fhalt  have  charge,  and  fovereign  trufl  herein. 
Enter  Blunt. 

Hownow;  good  S!u9t?  thy  IqqIw  aw  fwU  of  feed*  _ 
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Blunt.  So  is  the  bufinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of» 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hat  h  fcntword. 
That  Doivglas  acd  the  Englijb  rebels  met 
Th'  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shreivibury  : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
As  ever  offerM  foul  play  in  a  ftate. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  Wefimorland  fet  forth  to-day. 
With  him  my  fon,  Lord  yohn  of  Lancafier  5 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old. 
^n  Wednesday  next,  Barry ^  thou  /halt  fet  forward  : 
On  Thurfday^  we  our  felves  v/ill  march  :  our  meeting 
Is  at  Bridgnorth  ;  and,  Harry,  you  fliall  march 
Through  CWflerpire :  by  which ,  fome  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  fliall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away. 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  we  delay,  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  V.    l^he  Ta^uern  in  Eaft-cheap. 
Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolphj  am  I  not  fall'n  away  vilely,  fince  this 
laft  adion  ?  Do  I  not  *bate?  do  I  not  dwindle  ?  why,  my 
skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  Lady's  loofe  gown  :  I  am 
withered  like  an  old  apple  y*^^.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and 
that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking  :  I  fliall  be  out  of 
heart  fliortly,  and  then  I  fliall  have  no  ftrength  to  repent. 
An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a  church  is 
made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horfe  j  the  infide 
of  a  church  I  company,  villainous  company  hath  been  the 
fpoilof  me. 

Bard*  Sir  jfohn,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  livelong* 
FaL  Why,  there  is  it;  come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  fong,  to 
make  me  merry :  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a  gentlemanr 
need  to  be  ;  virtuous  enough  5  fwore  little ;  diced  not  above 
feven  times  a  week  ;  went  to  a  bawdy -houfe  not  above  once 

in  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  paid  mony  that  I  borrow'd,^ 

 three  or  four  times  j  liv'd  well,  and  in  goodcompafs  j 

and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  compafs. 

Bard,  Why,  you  are  fo  fat.  Sir  John,  that  you  mufl: 
needs  be  out  of  all  compafs,  out  of  all  reafonable  compafs, 
35r  jQhn, 

Fa!. 


56  7he  Firji  Part  af 

FaL  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my  Hfe- 
Thou  art  our  admiral,  thou  beareft  the  lanthorn  in  the 
poop,  but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee  5  thou  art  the  knight  of 
the  burning  lamp. 

Bard»  Why,  Sir  John^  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

FaL  No,  I'll  be  fworn  5  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as 
many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento  moru  I 
never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell- fire,  and  Divet 
that  livM  in  purple ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes  burning. 
If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would  fwear  by 
thy  face ;  my  oath  fhould  be,  by  this  fre  j  but  thou  art 
altogether  given  over  ;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light 
in  thy  face,  the  fon  of  utter  darknefs.  When  thou  rann'ft 
up  Gads  hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not 
think  thou  hadft  been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a  bail  of  wild- 
fire, there's  no  purchafe  in  mony.  O,  thou  art  a  perpe- 
tual triumph,  an  everlailing bonfire  light  3  thou  haft  faved 
me  a  thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking  with 
thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern ;  but  the  fack 
that  thou  hall  drunk  me  would  have  bought  me  Hghts  as 
good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's  in  Europe,  I  have 
maintain'd  that  Salamander  of  thine  with  fire,  any  time 
this  two  and  thirty  years,  heav'n  reward  me  for  it ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

Fal,  God-a-mercy  I  fo  ihould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
burn'd. 

Enter  Hoflefs, 

How  now,  dame  Tartlet  the  hen,  have  you  enquired  yet 
who  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

B'ji,  Why,  %vc  John,  what  do  you  think,  ^xxjohnf 
do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe?  I  havefearch'd,' 
I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  hulband,  man  by  man,  boy 
by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant  .*  the  tight  of  a  hair  was  nevet 
loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

Fa\,  Ye  lie,  hoftefs^  Bardolph  was  /hav'd,  and  loft  many 
a  hair  J  and  I'll  be  fworn  my  pocket  was  pick'd  j  goto, 
you  are  a  woman,  go  I 

Ho/?.  Who  I  ?  I  defie  thee  j  I  was  never  cajl'd  fo  in 
mine  own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  weJJ  enough. 
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Hoft,  No,  Sir  John  :  you  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John  j  I 
know  you,  Sir  Jchni  you  owe  me  mony,  S\r  John,  and 
now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I  bought  you 
a  dozen  of  fliirti.  to  your  back. 

FaL  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  away  to 
Bakers  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of  them. 

Hoji,  Now  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  Holland  of  eight  fliil* 
iings  an  ell :  you  owe  mony  here  befides.  Sir  John,  for 
your  diet,  and  by-drinkings,  and  mony  lent  you,  four  and 
twenty  pounds. 

Fal,  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

HoJi,  He  ?  alas !  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

FaL  How  1  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face ,  what  call  you 
rich  ?  let  him  coin  his  nofe,  let  him  coin  his  cheeks :  Til 
not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  younker  of 
me  ?  ihall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inn,  but  I  fhall 
have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loll  a  feal-ring  of  my 
grand -father's  worth  forty  mark. 

HoJi,  O  Jefu  I  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I 
know  not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

Fal,  How  ?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneak-cup  ;  and  if 
lie  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would 
lay  fo. 

SCENE  VI. 
Mnter  Prince  Henry  marching,  and  Peto ;  Falf^afF  meets 
them,  playing  on  his  truncheon  like  a  Fife, 

Tah  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ?  muft 
we  all  march  ?  ^ 

Bard,  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  hdiion^ 

Hofl,  My  Lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

P.  Henry,  What  fay'll  thou,  Mifliefs  Richly?  how 
does  thy  husband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  man. 

Hofl,  Good  my  Lord,  hear  me, 

Fal,  Pr*ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me, 

V,  Henry.  What  fay'/!  thou.  Jack  f 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pickt;  this  hcufe  is  turn'd  bawdy- 
hcufc,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Henry.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack  f 

F'al,  Wilt  thou  believe  me.  Half  three  or  four  bonds 

of 
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of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand- 
father's. 

P.  Henry,  A  trifle,  fome  eight -penny  matter. 

Hoft,  So  I  told  him,  my  Lord  5  and  Ifaid,  I  heard  your 
Grice  fay  fo :  and,  my  Lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely  of  yoa, 
like  a  foul-mouthM  man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would  cudgel 
you. 

P.  Henry,  What !  he  did  not  ? 

Hoji,  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman-hood  in 
mc  elfe. 

Fa/,  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  AewM 
prune  ;  no  more  truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox  ^  and 
for  woman-hood,  Maid  Marian  may  be  the  deputy's  wife 
of  the  ward  to  thee.   Go,  you  thing,  go ! 

HoJ^,  Say,  what  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 

Fa/,  What  thing  ?  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on» 

Hofl,  I  am  nothing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thoa 
fhould'ft  know  it :  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife;  and  getting 
thy  knight-hood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  ib^ 

Fa/,  Setting  thy  woman-hood  afide,  thou  art  a  beall  til 
fay  otherwife. 

Hofl.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave  thou  ? 

Fa/,  What  beaft  ?  why,  an  Otter. 

P.  Henry,  An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter  ? 

Fa/,  Why  ?  /he's  neither  liih  nor  flefh  3  a  man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her* 

Hoft,  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  fo ;  thou,  or 
any  man,  knows  where  to  have  me ;  thou  knave  thou! 

P,  Henry,  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs,  and  he  flanderi- 
thee  moft  grofly, 

Hoft.  So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other  day, 
you  ow'd  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry,  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fa/.  A  thoufand  pound,  Ha/f  a  million  j  thy  love  is 
worth  a  million :  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 

Hoft,  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  ^tfc^,  and  faid  he 
-would  cudgel  you. 

Fa/.  Did  I,  Bardo/ph? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

fa/^  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  ring  was  copperf 

V.Henrf^ 
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P.  Henry,  I  fay  'tis  copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  word  now  ? 

FaU  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'll  as  thou  art  but  a  man  I 
dare  j  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee^  as  I  fear  the 
roaring  of  the  Lion's  wheJp. 

P.  Henry »  And  why  not  as  the  Lion  ? 

Fal,  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion  j  do'ft 
thou  think  I'll  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  father  ?  nay,  if  I 
do.  Jet  my  Girdle  break ! 

P.  Henry,  O,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees  1  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith,  truth, 
nor  honefty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine  ;  it  is  all  fill'd  up  with 
guts  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honeft  woman  with  picking 
thy  pocket !  why,  thou  whorfon,  impudent,  imboft  rafcal, 
if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern  reckon- 
ings, Memcrandums  of  bawdy -houfes,  and  one  poor  penny- 
worth of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee  long-winded  j  if  thy 
pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other  injuries  but  thefe,  I 
am  a  villain  j  and  yet  you  will  ftand  to  it,  you  will  not 
pocket  up  wrongs.    Art  thou  not  afliam'd  ? 

FaL  Doll  thou  hear,  HalP  thouknow'ft  in  theftateof 
innocency,  Adam  felij  and  what  fhould  poor  ^^c^  P^H^^ff 
^o,  in  the  days  of  villainy  ?  thou  feeft,  I  have  more  flefli 
than  another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.  You  con- 
fefs  then  you  pickt  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Henry,  It  appears  fo  by  the  llory. 

Fal,  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee:  go  make  ready  breakfaft  j 
love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  cherifh  thy 
gueftsr  thou  fhalt  find  me  traflable  to  any  honeft  reafon  : 

thou  feeft,  I  am  pacify'd,— ftill  ?  Nay,  I  pr'ythee, 

be  gone,  [Exit  Hojiefs,  weeping, 

Kow,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  Court  for  the  robbery,  lad :  how 
18  that  anfwer'd  ? 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  ftill  be  good  angel 
to  thee.    The  mony  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal,  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back  ;  'tis  a  double 
labour. 

P.  Henry,  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may 
do  any  thing. 
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Yah  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  lirft  thing  thou  do*ft, 
and  do  it  with  unwafliM  hands  too. 
Bard.  Do^  my  Lord. 

p.  Hsnry,  I  have  procured  thee,  yack,  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  1  would  it  had  b^ea  of  horfe.  Where  fhall  I  find 
one  that  can  fteal  well?  O,  for  a  fine  thief,  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereabout  5  I  am  heinoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
-God  be  thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  offend  none  but  tlie 
tirtuous.    I  hud  them,  I  praife  them. 

^,  Henry.  Barddpb! 

Bard.  My  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafier, 
to  my  brother  John :  this  to  my  Lord  of  fVeftm^rland. 
Go,  PetOj  to  horfe  j  for  thou  and  I  have  thirty  miles  to  ride 
yet  ere  dinner  time.  Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the 
^Temple-hall  at  two  a-clock  in  the  afternoon,  there  /halt 
th®u  know  thy  charge,  and  there  receive  mony  and  order 
for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning,  Percy  (lands  on  high. 
And  either  they,  or  we,  mutt  lower  lye. 

Fal,  Rare  words  !  brave  world  !  hoftefs,  my  breakfafi;, 
come : 

Oh,  I  could  wifh  this  tavern  were  my  drum!  [Exeufit* 

ACT  IV.    SCENE  B 
At  SHREWSBURT, 
Enter  Wot-fywr,  Worcefter,  Dowglas. 
P'^' V^/  ELL  faid,  my  noble  Scot  j  if  fpeaking  trutk 

In  this  fine  age  were  not  thought  flatteiy. 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Douglas  have. 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  ftamp 
Should  go  fo  general  currant  through  the  world. 
By  heav'n,  I  cannot  flatter  :  I  defie 
The  tongues  of  foothers.    But  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  your  felfl 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word  j  approve  me.  Lord. 

Doiv^  Thou  art  the  King  of  honour ; 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground^ 
But  I  will  beard  hixn* 
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Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Hot.  Do,  and  'tis  well— What  letters  hall  thou  there  J*— 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mejf,  Thefe  come  from  your  father. 

Hot,  Letters  from  him  ?  why  comes  he  not  himfelf  ? 

Mejf,  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord,  he's  grievous  lick. 

Hot,  Heav'ns  !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time  ?  Who  leads  his  power  ? 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along? 

Mef.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I. 

Hot.  His  mind! 
I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 

Meff,  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  days  ere  I  fet  forth  : 
And  at  thd  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fearM  by  his  phylician. 

Wor,  I  would  the  ftate  of  time  had  fir  ft  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited  j 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  ?  droop  now  ?  this  ficknefs  doth  infcSl 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize  5 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp, 
Jfle  writes  me  here,  that  inward  ficknefs— 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn  s  nor  thought  he  meat 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 
On  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement. 
That  with  our  fmall  conjunction  we  fliould  on. 
To  fee  how  fortune  is  difposM  to  us  : 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  polTeft 
Of  all  our  purpofes.   What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

^ ?r.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us« 

Hot,  A  perilous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopt  off : 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  fliall  find  it.    Were  it  good. 
To  fet  the  exa£t  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  caft  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  main  v 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  dou  btful  hour  ? 
It  were  not  good|  for  tbwcin  lliould  we  read 

Vol.  V*  F  The 
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The  very  bottom,  and  the  foul  of  hope. 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dow.  'Faith,  and  fo  we  fhould  ; 
"Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 
We  now  may  boldly  fpend,  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in  ; 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot,  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto. 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

War,  But  yet  I  would  your  father  had  been  here  5 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  it  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  meerdiflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hencc# 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfioii 
JVfay  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  fa£tion, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  cai^fe  J 
Por  well  you  know,  we  of  th'  offending  fide 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  flri£l  arbitrement, 
-And  flop  all  light-holes,  every  loop  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us  : 
This  abfence  of  your  father  draws  a  curtain. 
That  fhews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  upon. 

Hot,  You  ftrain  too  far. 
3  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufeJ 
It  lends  a  luilre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  glare  to  our  great  enterprife, 
Than  if  the  Earl  were  here :  for  men  muft  think, 
'If  we  without  his  help  can  make  a  head. 
To  pufh  againfl  the  kingdom  3  with  his  help, 
"We  fhall  o'er-turn  it  topiie-turvy  down. 
Vet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole, 

Dow.  As  heart  can  think  5  there  is  not  fuch  a  WO 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland^  as  this  term  of  fear. 

SCENE  II.   £'«?<fr5/r  Richard  Vernon. 
My  cQu^  Vimn^  wclcojne,  by  my  fouU 
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Ver.  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome.  Lord, 
The  "Earl  of  Wefimorland,  fev'n  thoufand  ftrong. 
Is  marching  hither  with  Prince  John  of  hancafler* 

Hot,  No  harm  ;  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd. 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeediJy, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  /hall  be  welcome  too :  where  is  his  fon  ? 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  Prince  of  JVales^ 
And  his  comrades,  that  daffe  the  world  afide^ 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Vctm  All  furnifht,  all  in  arms. 
All  plumM  like  Eftridges,  and  with  the  wind 
Baiting  like  Eagles  haying  lately  bath'd : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats  like  images  ; 
As  full  of  fpiiit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  Midfummer, 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulISs 
I  faw  yoMn%Harryy  with  his  beaver  up. 
His  cuifles  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm*d. 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury  j* 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat. 
As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  clouds. 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafusy 
And  *  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfhlp. 

Hot,  No  more,  no  more  5  worfe  than  the  fun  in  Marcbf 
This  praife  doth  nourifh  agues  ;  let  them  come. 
They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim. 
And  to  the  fire-eyM  maid  of  fmoaky  war. 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  otfcr  theni» 
The  mailed  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood,    I  am  on  fire. 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh, 
'And  yet  not  ours.    Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe. 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thunder- bolt, 
Afeainft  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  JVales^ 
iiarry  to  Harry  ihall,  and  horfe  to  horfe 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  'till  One  dropdown  a  coarfe. 

«  Witch, /«r  bcwiich,  charm. 
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Oh,  that  Glendciver  were  come ! 

Ver,  There  is  more  news  : 
I  learn'd  in  Worcefler^  as  I  rode  along. 
He  cannot  draw  his  pow'r  this  fourteen  days. 

Dow.  That's  the  worft  tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yct# 
Wor,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 
Hot,  What  may  the  King*5  whole  battle  reach  unto? 
Vtr,  To  thirty  thoufand, 
Hot.  Forty  let  it  be, 
My  father  and  Gletidoiver  being  both  away. 
The  pow'r  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily : 
Dooms-day  is  near;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE   III.    The  Road  to  Coventry. 
Enter  Falllaff  and  Bardolph. 
Fat.  Bardolph f  get  thee  before  to  Coventry ;  fill  me  a 
bottle  of  facfc:  our  foldiers  fhall march  through:  we'll  to 
Sutton-colfeld  to-night. 

Bixrd.  Will  you  give  me  mony,  captain  ? 
FaL  Lay  out,  lay  out. 
Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 
Hal,  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour  5  and  if  it  make 
twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  anfwerthe  coynage.    Bid  my 
lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bardi  I  will,  captain  j  farewel.  [Exit* 
Fal,  If  I  be  not  afham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a  fowc*d 
gurnet :  I  have  mif-us'd  the  King's  prefs  damnably.  I 
have  got,  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and  fifty  foldiers,  three 
hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I  prefs  me  none  but  good 
houfholders,  yeomens  Tons ;  enquire  me  out  contraded 
batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been  ask'd  twice  on  the  banes : 
fuch  a  commodity  of  warm  Haves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the 
devil,  as  a  drum  \  fuch  as  fear  the  report  of  a  culverin, 
worfe  than  a  ftruck  Deer,  or  a  hurt  wild-fowl^  I  prefs 
me  none  but  fuch  toalh  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their 
bellies  no  bigger  than  pins  heads,  and  they  have  bought 
out  their  Services:  and  now  my  whole  charge  confifts  of 
Ancients,  corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies. 

Haves, 


/laves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the 
glutton's  dogs  lickM  his  fores  5  and  fuch  as  indeed  were  ne- 
ver foldiers,  but  difcarjded  unjuft  fervingmen,  younger  fons 
to  younger  brothers  :  revolted  tapfters,  and  olllers  trade- 
fairn,  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world  and  long  peace  ;  ten 
times  more  di/honourably  ragged,  than  an  old-fac*d  An«« 
cient ;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that 
have  bought  out  their  fervices  5  that  you  would  think  I  ha(J 
a  hundred  and  fifty  tatterM  prodigals,  lately  come  from 
fwine- keeping,  from  eating  draff  and  hufks.  A  mad  fellow 
met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the 
gibbets,  and  preft  the  dead  bodies.    No  eye  hath  feen  fuch 
fcare-crows :  Til  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them, 
that's  flat.    Nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  betwixt  the 
legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on  ;  for  indeed,  I  had  the  moft  ofF 
them  out  of  prifon.    There's  but  a  fhirt  and  a  half  in  all 
my  company  j  and  the  half  fhirt  is  two  napkins  tack'd  to-^ 
gether,  and  thrown  over  the  fhoulders  like  a  herald's  coat 
without  fleeves ;  and  the  fhirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  flol'n 
from  my  hofl  of  St.  Alhans  ;  or  the  red -nos'd  Inn- keeper 
of  Daintry.  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  linnen  enough, 
on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  "Wellmorland, 
P.  Henry,  How  now,  blown  Jack  f  how  now,  quilt  ? 
Fah  What,  Hal  f  How  now,  mad  wag,  what  a  devil 
do'fl  thou  in  JVarivickJhire  P  My  good  Lord  of  JVefimor'- 
laud,  I  cry  you  mercy,  I  thought  your  honour  had  aN 
ready  been  at  Shreivjhury.' 

JVeJi,  'Faith,  Sir  Johny  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too  5  but  my  powers  are  there  already.  The 
King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all  i  we  mufl  away  all 
to-night. 

FaL  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat  to 
Heal  cream. 

P.  H^nry,  I  think  to  flea!  cream  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  butter;  but  tell  me,  Jack^  whofe 
fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

FaL  Mine,  Haly  mine. 

P.  Henry,  \  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals, 

l^ah  Tutj  tui,  good  enough  to  tofs food  for  powder^ 
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food  for  powder  5  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  better  j  tuft, 
man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Wefi,  Ay,  but.  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceed- 
ing poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

FaL  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
had  that  ^  and  for  their  barenels,  I  am  fure  they  never 
Jearn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  Til  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three 
fingers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  Sirrah,  make  hafte.  Ferey 
2S  already  in  the  field. 
..Fal,  What,  is  the  King  encamp'd  ? 

Weji,  He  is.  Sir  John:  I  fear  wefhall  ftay  too  Jong. 

Fal.  Well, 

The  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  beginning  of  a  feaft, 
Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueft.  [Exeunt, 
S  C  E  N  E    IV.     /it  Shrewfbury. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon, 

Hot,  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

jyor.  It  may  not  be. 

Dow»  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver,  Not  a  whit. 

Hot,  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  B 
Ver,  So  do  we. 

Hot,  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor,  Good  coufin,  be  advis'd  j  ftir  not  to-night. 

Ver,  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Dow,  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  from  cold  heart. 

Ver,  Dome  no  flander,  Z)<5W^/^i;  by  my  life. 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life. 
If  weU-refpe£led  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 
As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battel. 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Dow.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver»  Content. 

Hot,  To-night,  fay  I. 

Ver,  Come,  come,  it  may  not  bc!  I  wonder  much. 
Being  men  of  (uch  great  leading  as  you  are. 
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That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  j  certain  horfe 
Of  my  coulin  VermrCz  are  not  yet  come  up. 
Your  uncle  fVorceJier^s  horfe  came  but  to-day. 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half,  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot,  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  ; 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

IVor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God*s  fake,  coufm.  Hay  'till  all  come  in. 

[The  trumpet  founds  a  parley  ^ 
SCENE  V.    £Kf^r5/>  Walter  Blunt. 
Blunt »  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  King, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpedt. 

Hot,  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt :  and  would  to  God 

You  were  of  our  determination ! 

Some  of  us  love  you  well  3  and  ev'n  thofe  fome 

Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality. 

But  ftand  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt,  And  heav'n  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  Hand  foi- 

So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule 

You  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty. 

But  to  my  charge.  The  King  hath  fent  to  know 

The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon 

You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 

Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 

Audacious  cruelty.    If  that  the  King 

Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot. 

Which  he  confeffeth  to  be  manifold. 

He  bids  you  name  your  griefs ;  and  with  all  fpecd 

You  /hall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft  : 

And  pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe. 

Herein  mif-Ied  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot,  The  King  is  kind:  and  well  we  know,  the  King 

Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 

Ml  father  a;id  my  uncle,  and  my  felf, 

Pia  $m  him  that  fame  rQyalty  he  wears  s 

And 
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And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  Ihong, 
Sick  in  the  world*s  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  out-law,  fneaking  home,  i 
My  father  gave  him  wekome  to  the  fhore : 
And  when  we  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafter^ 
To  fue  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace,  ' 
With  tears  of  innocence  and  terms  of  zeal  5 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 
Swore  him  afliftance,  and  perform'd  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  realm 
Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 
They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee. 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages. 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  Itood  in  lanes, 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffered  him  their  oathsj 
Gave  him  their  heirs,  as  pages  following  him 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  prefently,  as  greatnefs  knows  it  felf. 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor,. 
Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Rancnfpurg  : 
And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edi£ls,  and  fome  ftrait  decrees. 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth  j 

Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  country's  wrongs  j  and  by  this  face^ 

This  feeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : 

proceeded  further,  cut  me  oft*  the  heads 

Of  all  the  fav'rites  that  the  abfent  King 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 

When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijb  wan 
Blunt*  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot,  Then  to  the  point. 

In  ihort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 

Soon  after  that  deprived  him  of  his  life : 

And  in  the  neck  of  that,  ta/k'd  the  whole  ftate. 

To  make  that  worfe,  fuffer'd  his  kinfman  Marchy, 

(Who  is^  if  every  owner  were  jightpUe'd, 

Indeed 
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Indeed  his  King)  to  be  encag'd  in  Wales ^ 

There,  without  ranfom,  to  Jye  forfeited : 

Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  viftories. 

Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelh'gence. 

Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board. 

In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  Court, 

Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 

And  in  conclufion  drove  us  to  feek  out 

This  head  of  fafety  ^  and  withal  to  pry 

Into  his  title  too,  the  which  we  find 

Too  indired:  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 

Hot,  Not  fo.  Sir  Walter ;  we*il  withdraw  a  whili : 
Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again  \ 
And  in  the  morning  early  fhall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes  :  and  fo  farewel. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love ! 

Hot,  It  may  be,  fo  we  lhall. 

Blunt,  Pray  heav'n  you  do !  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VI.    The  Archbijhop  of  Yox]et  Palace. 
Enter  the  Archbijhop  g/'York,  and  5/>Michell. 

Tofh,  Hie,  good  Sir  Micbell,  bear  this  fealed  brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Mareftial, 
This  to  my  coufin  Scroop,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  direfted :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  wou'd  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mich,  My  Lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 

Tirk,  Like  enough. 
To-it)orrow,  good  Six  Micbell,  is  a  day 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Muft  bide  the  touch.    For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  giv'n  to  underftand. 
The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power. 
Meets  with  Lord  Harry  j  and  I  fear.  Sir  Michell, 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  pow'r  was  in  the  firft  proportion  ; 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendoiver^  a  b  fence  thence, 
Who  with  them  was  a  rated  fmew  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  o*er-rurd  by  prophecies  j 
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I  fear  thepow'r  of  Percy  is  too  weak, 
To  wage  an  inftant  tryal  with  the  King. 

Sir  Mich.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  there's  Dowgias,  and 
Lord  Mortimer* 

York,  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich,  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon ,  Harry  Percy ^ 
And  there's  myhor^oiWorcefter,  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

York,  And  fo  there  is:  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together: 
The  Prince  of  Wales y  Lord  John  of  Lancajiery 
The  noble  Wefimorland,  and  warlike  Blunt  j 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eftimation  and  command  in  arms. 

S\xMich.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  they  fhall  be  well  opposM» 

Tork,  I  hope  no  lefs:  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear. 
And  to  prevent  the  worft.  Sir  Michell,  fpeed  j 
For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us  j 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy. 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  Itrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends  J  and  fo  fare wel,  Six  Michell!  [Exeunt* 

ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 
T/6tf  Camp  near  Shrewfbury. 
Winter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,   Lord  John  o/*Lan- 

cafter.  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Falftaff. 
K*  Henry,  J-JO  W  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 

Above  yon  bufky  hill !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diftemperature. 

P.  Henry,  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes. 
And  by  his  hollow  whiftling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempeft,  and  a  bluft'ring  day. 

K.  Henry.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathizc. 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thofe  that  win. 

[The  trumpet  Jhunds. 
EnterVfoxct^tx,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
K,  Henry.  How  now,  my-Lord  of  iVorJier  f  'tis  not  well, 

Tha^ 
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That  you  and  I  /hould  meet  upon  fuch  tferms 
As  now  we  meetk    You  have  deceiv'd  our  truftfi. 
And  make  us  doff  our  ealie  robes  of  peace. 
To  crufli  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  fteel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  youjto^t  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifli  knot  of  all-abhorred  war. 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light  ^ 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor^ 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mifchief,  to  the  unborn  times? 

Wor,  Hear  me,  my  Liege: 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours :  for  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K.  Henry,  You  have  not  fought  it.  Sir  ?  how  comcs  it 
then  ? 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it* 
P.  Henry,  Peace>  Chewet,  peace* 
JVor,  It  pleasM  your  Majefty  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour  from  my  felf,  and  all  our  houfe; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  Lord, 
We  were  the  firft  and  dcareft  of  your  friends  • 
For  you,  my  ftaffof  office  did  I  break 
In  Richards  time,  and  pofted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand. 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I : 
It  was  my  felf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon. 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out'dare 
The  dangers  of  the  time*    You  fwore  to  us. 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  at  Doncafier^ 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  *gainlt  the  ftate. 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  rightj 
The  feat  of  Gaunt ^  Dukedom  of  Lancafier. 
To  this  we  fware  our  aid :  but  in  ihort  fpace 
It  rainM  down  fortune  fliow'ring  on  your  head, 
And  fueh  a  flood  of  gveatnefs  fdion  you> 
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What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 

What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time, 

The  feeming  fuflF'rances  that  you  had  born, 

And  the  contrarious  winds  that  held  the  King 

So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irijh  wars. 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead  j 

And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd 

To  gripe  the  gen'ral  fway  into  your  hand  j 

Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafter  5 

And  being  fed  by  us,  youusM  us  fo. 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  Cuckow's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow  5  did  opprefs  our  nell. 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 

That  ev'n  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight 

For  fear  of  fwal lowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake  to  fly 

Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofedby  fuch  means 

As  you  your  felf  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf. 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance. 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth. 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger enterprize. 

K.  Henry,  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated^ 
Proclaim'd  at  market-crofles,  read  in  churches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  difcontents  j 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation: 
And  never  yet  did  Infurreftion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe  ; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.  Henry,  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  foul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  bold  encounter. 
If  once  they  join  in  tryal.    Tell  your  nephew. 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :  By  my  hopes, 
(This  prefent  enterprise  fet  off  lis  h^ad) 
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I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 

More  active,  valiant,  or  more  valued  young. 

More  darin'j;,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 

To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 

For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  ihame, 

I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry. 

And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too* 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  Majefty, 

I  am  content  that  he  fhill  takg  the  odds 

Of  his  great  name  and  ellimation. 

And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide. 

Try  fortune  with  Jiim  in  a  fmgle  light. 

K,Henry.  And,  Prince  of  f^ales,  fodare  we  venture  thee^ 
Albeit  confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  again  ft  it:  No,  good  Wor^Jler,  no. 
We  love  our  people  well  j  even  thofe  we  love 
That  are  mif-led  upon  your  coufm's  part : 
And  will  they  tak^  the  offer  of  our  grace, 
3oth  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  coufin,  and  return  me  word 
What  he  will  do.    But  if  he  will  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  Corredion  wait  on  us. 
And  they  lhall  do  their  office.    So  be  gone. 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  j 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[Exit  Worcefter,  nvith  VeynoHo 

P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Doivgla^  and  the  Hot-fpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.Henry.  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  bis  charge. 
For  on  their  anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them  : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  juft  !  [ExewrA^ 
SCENE  IL 
Mancnt  Frince  Henry  and  Falftaff. 

FaL  HaJy  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battel,  and  be- 
ftride  rae,      ;  'tis  a  point  of  fiiendHiip. 

P.  Hmry.  Nothing  but  a  Coloflus  can  do  thee  tha: 
friendfliip : 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  fareweh 
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Fa  I.  I  won  id  it  were  bed- time,  Haly  and  all  well, 
P.  Henry*  "Why,  thou  ow*ft  heav'n  a  death.  ■ 

[Exit  Prince  Henry. 
Fal,  'Tis  not  due  yet :  I  wouJd  be  ]oth  to  pay  him  be- 
fore his  day.    What  need  I  he  fo  forward  with  him  that 
calls  not  on  me  ?  well,  'tis  no  matter,  honour  pricks  me 
on.    But  how  if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on  ? 
how  then  ?  can  honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  no  :  or  an  arm  ?  ro  : 
or  take,  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  no  :  honour  hath  no 
jlcill  in  furgery  then  ?  no.    What  is  honour  ?  a  word. 
What  is  that  word  honour  ?  Air  ;  a  trim  reckoning. 
Who  hath  it  ?  he  that  dy'd  o'  TVcdnefday.    Doth  he  feel 
it  ?  no.    Doth  he  hear  it  ?  no.    Is  it  infenfible  then  ? 
yea,  to  the  dead.    But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living  ? 
no.    Why  ?  Detraflicn  will  not  fuffer  it.    Therefore  I'll 
none  of  it.    Honour  is  a  meer  Icutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my 
catechifm,  [Exit» 
SCENE    III.    Changes  to  Percy'i  Camp, 
Erter  Worcerter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
Wor.  O  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard^ 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  King, 
Ver,  'Twere  beft  he  did. 
JV^r.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poflible,  it  cannct  be. 
The  King  fhou'd  keep  his  word  in  loving  us  ^ 
He  Will  fufpedl  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  puni/h  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  fhall  be  Ituck  full  of  eyes ; 
For  treafcn  is  but  trufled  like  the  Fox, 
Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cheri/h'd,  and  lock'd  up. 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceflors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks  j 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  (tail. 
The  better  cherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
Aly  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
|t  hath  th'  excufe  of  youth  and  heat  of  bloodj 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 
A  hare-brain'd  Hot-fpur,  governed  by  a  fpleen  : 
AU-iiis  offences  live  upon  my  head^ 


King  H  E  N  R  r  IV*.  75 

And  on  his  father's.    We  did  train  him  on. 

And  his  corruption  being  ta*en  from  us. 

We  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  aJl. 

Therefore,  good  coufin,  let  not  Harry  know, 

In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver,  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay  'tis  fo. 

Here  comes  your  coufin, 
SCENE   IV.     Enter  Hot-fpur  and  DowglaSo 
Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  : 

Deliver  up  my  Lord  of  Weflmorland, 

Uncle,  what  news  ? 

Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  battel  prefently. 
D<nu,  Defie  him  by  the  Lord  of  JVeJlmorland, 
Hot.  Lord  Dc>ivglas^  go  you  then  and  tell  him  fo» 
Douo.  Marry,  I  fhall,  and  very  willingly.   [Exit  Dow, 
JVor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King, 
Hct^  Did  you  beg  any  of  him  ?  God  forbid  1 
JVor,  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances. 

Of  his  oath-breaking  ;  which  he  mended  thus. 

By  now  forfweariug  that  he  is  forfvvorn. 

He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors,  and  will  fcourge 

With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowgla<^. 
Dcio.  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms !  for  I  have  thrown 

A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth  : 

And  Wejimorland  that  was  ingag'd  did  bear  it. 

Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor,  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King, 

And,  nephew,  challenged  you  to  fmgle  fight. 
Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads. 

And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to-day. 

But  I  and  Harry  M^nmsuth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me, 

How  fliew'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 
f^er.  No,  by  my  foul :  I  never  in  my  life 

Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 

Unlefs  a  brother  fhould  a  brother  dare 

To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 

He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 

Trim'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue. 

Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle, 

G  z  Making 
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Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praife  : 
And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed. 
He  made  a  blnfhing  cital  of  himfelf, 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace^ 
As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning  inftantly. 
There  did  he  paufe  :  But  let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope. 
So  much  mifconllrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot,  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoifred 
Upon  his  follies ;  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  in  liberty. 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm. 
That  he  fiiall  fhrink  under  my  courtefie. 
Arm,  arm  with  fpeed !  And  fellows,  foldier?,  friends^ 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do. 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tonguc> 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion. 

SCENE    V.     Enter  a  Meffengtr. 

Mejf,  My  Lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot,  I  cannot  read  them  now. 
O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort : 
To  fpend  that  /hortnefs  bafely,  'twere  too  long, 
Tho'  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point 
Still  ending  at  th'  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings  : 
If  die  ;  brave  death,  when  Princes  die  with  us. 
Now  for  ourconfciences,  the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  forbearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

MeJf.  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apa«e* 

Hot,  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale. 
For  I  profefs  not  talking  :  only  this, 
Let  each  man  do  his  beft.    And  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal. 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 

Now 


King  Henry  IV.  77 

Now  *  Efperancc  /  Percy  !  and  fo  fet  on : 
Sound  ail  the  lofty  inftruments  of  war  j 
-And  by  that  mufick  let  us  ail  embrace  : 
For  (heav'n  to  earth)  fome  of  us  never  lhall 
A  itcon(\  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

[Ihe  Trumpets  found.    They  embrace,  then  exsurt. 
SCENE  VI. 
The  King  entreth  ivith  hit  pcnver  5  Alarm  to  the  battle^ 
Then  enter  Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunr. 
Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battel  thus 
Do'ft  crofs  me  ?  and  what  honour  doft  thou  feek 
Upon  my  head  ? 

Dow.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Doivglas, 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battel  thus, 
Becaufe  Tome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  King. 
JSlunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Dgw.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs  j  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him,  fo  fliall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt,  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot, 
And  thou  ihalt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Fight y  Blunt  is  Jlain :  then  enter  Hot-fpur, 

Hot.  O  Dcwglas,  had  A  thou  fought  zt  Holniedon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  o*er  a  Scot. 

Dow,  Ali*s  dene,  all's  won,  here  breathlefs  lyes  the  King* 

Hot.  Where  ? 

Dow.  Here, 

Hot,  This,  Dowglas  f  no :  I  know  this  face  full  vrell : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ^ 
Semblably  furniftiM  like  the  King  himfelf. 

Dow,  Ah  !  fool  go  with  thy  foul  whither  it  goes  1 
A  torrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Dow»  Now  by  my  fwoxd,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats, 

*  This  was  the  word  of  battle  on  Percy i  fide.  Sec  Uall'^  Chron. 
fol.  II, 

G  3  rii 
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I'll  mutther  al!  his  wardrobe  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  King, 

Hot.  Up  and  away. 
Our  foldiers  ibnd  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII.     Alarm,  enter  Falflaff  folus, 

TaL  Though  I  could  Ycape  fhot  free  at  London^  I  fear 
the  /hot  here :  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft, 
■who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt  ?  there's  honour  for  you  \ 
there's  vanity  :  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  lead,  and  as  heavy 
too  :  heav'n  keep  lead  out  of  me  !  I  need  no  more  weight 
than  mine  own  bowels.  I  have  led  my  rag-o-mufcans  where 
they  are  pepperM  ;  there's  not  three  of  my  hundred  and 
lifty  left  alive  5  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg 
during  life.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry,  What,  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  thy 
fword  5 

Many  a  noble  man  lyes  ftark  and  ftifF 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd.    Lend  me  thy  fword. 

FaL  O  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a 
while.  Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arm?,  as  I 
have  done  this  day.  i  have  paid  Percy,  I  have  made  him 
Aire. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee  : 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal,  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
fword  :  but  take  my  piftol  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry.  Give  it  me  ;  what,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

FaL  Ay,  Hal,  'tis  hot.    There's  that  will  fack  a  city. 

[Ti>«  Prince  dra*tv!  out  a  bottle  of  Saclk, 

P.  Henry,  What,  is't  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now  ? 

[Throws  it  at  htnty  and  exit, 

fal.  If  Percy  be  alive.  He'll  pierce  him  5  if  he  do  come 
in  roy  way,  fo  j  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  fuch  grinning 
honour  as  Sir  JVaker  hath  :  give  me  life,  which  if  I  can 
fave,  ib  3  if  not^  honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and  there's 
an  eiid>  [Exit* 


SCENE 


King  H  E  N  R  T  IV.  79 
SCENE  VIII. 

Alarm  f  E^lcurfions,  enter  the  King^  the  Prince ^  L^rd 
John  of  Lancatter,  and  the  Earl  of  Weltmoriand. 
K.  Henry,  I  pr'ythee,  Harry ,  withdraw  thy  felf,  thou 
bleedeft  too  much  :  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  go  you  with 
him. 

Lan,  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Henry,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up. 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Henry,  I  will  do  fo  : 
My  Lord  of  Wejimorland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 

Wefi.  Come,  my  Lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent. 

V»  Henry,  Lead  me,  my  Lord  !  I  do  not  need  your  help^ 
And  heav'n  forbid  a  /hallow  fcratch  Ihould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this, 
Where  ftain*d  nobility  lyes  trodden  on. 
And  rebels  arms  triumph  in  mafTacres ! 

Lan,  We  breathe  too  long  ;  come,  coMdn  Weft mor land. 
Our  duty  this  way  lyes,  for  heav'n's  fake  come. 

P.  Henry.  By  heav'n,  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lmncaftery 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  5 
But  now,  I  do  refped:  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry.  I  fa w  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  point. 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

.  P.  Henry,  Oh,  this  boy  ; 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  [Exeunt, 
Manet  King  Henry.    Enter  Dowglas. 
Dow.  Another  King  ?  they  grow  hke  Hydra's  heads  ; 
I  am  the  Doivglas  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.   What  art  thou 
That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfon  of  a  King  ? 

K.  Henry,  The  King  himfelf,  who,  Dewglas,  grieves 
at  heart 

So  many  of  bis  fhadows  thou  haft  met. 
And  not  the  very  King.    1  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  field  j 
But  feeing  tfiou  fall'ft  on  me  fo  luckily 
I  will  afTay  thee  i  fo  defend  thy  felf* 

Dow, 
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Dow*  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit : 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'ft  thee  Jike  a  King  : 
B  It  mine  I'm  fure  thou  art,  who  e'er  thou  be, 
Aid  thus  I  win  thee.  \T^hey  fight :  the  King  being  in  danger. 
Enter  Frince  Henry. 

P.  Henry,  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again  :  the  fpirits 
Of  Sherlyy  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms  j 
It  is  the  Prince  of  TFales  that  threatens  thee. 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

[They fight,  Dowglas  Jljeth^. 
Ch early,  my  Lord  ;  how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gaivfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent. 
And  fo  hath  Clifton :  Y\\  to  Clijton  ftrait. 

K,  Henry,  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while. 
Thou  haft  redeemM  my  loft  opinion, 
And  fhewM  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  Hfe, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry,  O  heav*n !  they  did  me  too  much  injiiry. 
That  ever  faid  I  hearkened  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
Th'  infulting  hand  of  Do'wglas  over  you. 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end. 
As  all  the  pois'nous  potions  in  the  world, 
An\  favM  thetreach'rous  labour  of  your  foTi. 

K.  Henry.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  I'll  x.o%\t Nicholas  Gaivfey. 

[Exit. 

SCENE    IX.     Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth, 

P.  H^nry,  Thou  fpeak*ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name* 

Hot,  My  name  is  Harry  Percy, 

P.  Henry.  Then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  Prince  of  JValei  5  and  think  not,  Percy ^ 
To  fhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more  : 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere. 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  TVales, 

Hit,  Nor  fhail  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
T'J  end  the  one  of  us  ^  and  would  to  heav'a 
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Thy  name  in  arnns  were  now  as  great  as  mine  ! 

P.  Henry.  YW  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee  ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot,  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [^^g^^* 

Enter  FalftafF. 
Fah  Wellfaid,  Hal  ^  to  it,  Hal.    Nay,  you  fhall  find 
no  boys*  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  with  Falftaff,  ivho  falls  down 
as  if  he  luere  dead,    ^The  Prince  wounds  Hot-fpuTi 
Hot,  Oh  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  youth  t 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life. 
Than  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me  ; 
They  wound  my  thoughts  worfe  than  thy  fword  my  flefli : 
But  thought's  the  flave  of  life,  and  lite  time's  fool  i 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  flop.    O,  I  could  prophefie. 
But  thai  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lyes  on  my  tongue :  no,  Percy,  thou  art  duft. 
And  food  for  ■  [Dies, 

P.  Henry,  Worms,  brave  Percy.    Fare  thee  well  I 
Ill-weav*d  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk  1 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  : 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough.    This  earth  that  bears  thee  dead. 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ftout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefie, 
I  fhould  not  make  fo  great  a  ihew  of  zeal. 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face. 
And  ev'n  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  my  felf 
For  doing  thefe  fair  rites  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heav'n  5 
Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  grave. 

But  npt  remembcr'd  in  thy  epitaph  1       [He  fees  Falftaff# 

 What !  old  acquaintance  !  could  not  all  this  flefli 

Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  poor  Jack,  farewel  ! 

I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 

O,  I  fhould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee. 

If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 

Death 
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Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to-day, 
Though  many  a  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray  : 
Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by, 
'Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lye.  [E/citt 
SCENE    X.     Falftaff  rifes, 

Fal,  Imboweird  !  if  thou  imbowel  me  to-day,  Til  give 
you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  to-morrow.  'Sblood, 
'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot  had 
paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ?  I  lie,  I  am  no 
counterfeit  ;  to  die,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit,  for  he  is  but 
the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man  : 
but  to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to 
be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfedl  image  of  life 
indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour  is  difcretion  j  in  the 
which  better  part,  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  of 
this  gun-powder  Percy ^  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he 
fhould  counterfeit  too,  and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid  he  would 
prove  the  better  counterfeit  }  therefore  I'll  make  him  fure  ; 
yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I  kilPd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife 
as,  well  as  I  ?  nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  no  body 
fees  me.  Therefore,  firrah,  w^ith  a  new  wound  in  your 
thigh  come  you  along  with  me. 

[Takes  Hot-fpur  on  bis  bacK 
S  C  E  N  E  XI. 
lEnter  Prince  Henry  and  Lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

P.  Henry.  Come,  brother  John^  full  bravely  haft  thoti 
Thy  maiden  fword.  [flefht 

Lan.  But  foft,  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead. 
And  breathlefs  on  the  ground :  art  thou  alive. 
Or  is  it  Fancy  plays  upon  our  eye-fight  ? 
1  pr'ythee  fpeak  ;  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears  :  thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

FaL  No,  that's  certain  ;  I  am  not  a  double  man  ;  but 
it  I  am  not  Jack  Falfiaffy  then  I  am  a  Jack :  there  is 
Percy  j  if  your  father  will  do  me  any  honour,  fo  ;  if  not, 
let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be 
Earl  or  Duke,  I  can  aflure  you. 

P.  Henry, 
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P.  Henry,  Why,  Percy  I  kilFd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee 
dead. 

Fal.  DId*ft  thou  ?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world  is  given 
to  ]ying  !  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breathy  and 
fo  was  he  j  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a 
long  hour  by  Shrewjbury  clock :  if  I  may  be  believed,  fo  ! 
if  not,  kt  them  that  fhould  reward  valour  bear  the  fin  upon 
their  own  heads.  I'll  take't  on  my  death  I  gave  him  this 
wcund  in  the  thigh  :  if  the  man  were  alive,  and  wculd 
deny  it,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  fword. 

Lan,  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Henry,  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John, 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 

Retreat  is  founded. 
The  trumpets  found  retreat,  the  day  is  ours : 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  th'  highell  of  the  field. 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.  [Exeunt, 

Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay,  tor  reward.    He  that  re- 
wards me,  heav'n  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great, 
f  row  lefs  J  for  1*11  purge,  and  leave  fack^  and  live  cleanly 
as  a  nobleman  /hould  do.  [Exh» 

SCENE  XIL 
^he  Trumpets  found :  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 

Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weftmorland,  ivitk 

Worcefter  and  Vernon  Prifoners, 

K.  Henry,  Thus  ever  d'd  rebellion  find  rebuke. 
Ill-fpirited  Wor'fier,  did  we  not  fend  grace. 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
JVIifufc  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  trufl  ? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  llain  to-day, 
A  noble  Earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour. 
If  hke  a  chriftian  thou  had'fl  truly  bom 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor,  What  1  have  done,  my  fafety  urgM  me  to ; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K,  Hmry, 
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K.  Henry,  Bear  JVorcefier  to  his  death,  and  Pernofttoo. 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon.  [Exe.Wou  andVcmon, 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

p.  Henry,  The  gallant        Lord  Dowgias^y^hcn  he  faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turned  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  llain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft  ; 
And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruis'd 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.    At  my  tent 
*rhe  Doiuglas  is,  and  I  befeech  your  Grace 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry,  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancafter,  to  yott 
This  honourable  bounty  /hall  belong  : 
Go  to  the  Doivglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free  : 
His  valour,  fhewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifli  fuch  high  deeds, 
Ev'n  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

Lan,  I  thank  your  Grace  for  this  high  courtefi«, 
%Vhich  I  fhall  give  away  immediately. 

K.  Henry,  Then  this  remains ;  that  we  divide  our  power* 
You  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  JVeJimorland, 
Tow'rds  Tork  /hall  bend  you,  with  your  dearefl  fpeed. 
To  meet  Northumberland  and  Prelate  Scroap, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms. 
My  felf  and  my  fon  Harry  will  tow'rds  Wales, 
To  nght  with  Glendower  and  the  Earl  of  Marche, 
Rebellion  in  this  land  /hall  lofe  his  fway. 
Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day  ; 
And  fince  this  bufinefs  fo  far  fair  is  done, 
l-et  us  not  leave^  'till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt, 
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INDUC  TION. 

Enter  RUMOUR,  painted  full  of  Tongues, 

OPEN  your  ears  :  for  which  of  you  will  flop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  fpeaks  ? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft. 
Making  the  wind  my  poft-horfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  afts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth. 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  flanders  ride. 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports : 
I  fpeak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 
And  who  but  Rumour y  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  mufters  and  prepar'd  defence, 
Whilft  the  big  ear,  fwoln  with  fome  other  griefs. 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftern  tyrant  war. 
And  no  fuch  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  furraifes,  jealoufies,  conjedlures  , 

H  a  Aa* 
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AnA  of  io  ea/ie  and  fo  plain  a  ftcp, 

That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  head?;, 

The  lliJI-dircordant  wavering  muhitude 

Can  play  upon  it.    But  what  need  I  thus 

My  weii'known  body  to  anatomize 

Amovi%  my  houlhold  ?  Why  is  Rumsur  here  ' 

I  run  before  King  Harrfs  vi<flory. 

Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrcivfi>ury 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hot-Jpur  and  his  troops  5 

Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion  • 

Ev*n  with  the  rebels  blood.    But  what  mean  X 

To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firft  ?  my  oflice  is 

To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hot- four's  fvvord  j 

And  that  the  King  before  the  Doivglai^  rage 

Stooped  his  anointed  head  as  Jow  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  town?. 

Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrcivjburyy 

An<i  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  ftone, 

Where  Hot-fpur''s  father,  old  Northumberland y 

Lyes  crafty-fick.    The  pofts  come  tiring  on. 

And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 

Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me.    From  Rumour's,  tong;ues, 

Th^y  bring  fmooth  comforts  falfe,  worfe  than  true  wrongs. 

SCENE    I.     Northumberland's  Caftle. 
Enter  Lord  Bardolph  j  the  Porter  at  the  door. 
Bard.  Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  hoa  ?  where  is  the  EarJ 
Fort,  What  fhall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
Bard,  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 
That  the  Lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port,  His  Lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard  5 
Pleafe  it  your  honour  knock  but  at  the  gate. 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Bard.  Here's  the  Earl. 

North.  What  news,  Lord  Bardolph  f  ev'ry  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fome  ftratagem. 
The  times  are  wild :  Contention,  like  a  horf^ 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe. 

And 
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Ant}  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard,  Noble  Eafl, 
i  biing  you  certain  news  from  ShreioJBury^ 

North.  Good,  if  heav'n  will ! 

Bard,  As  good  as  heart  can  wifli : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death  : 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  Loid  your  fon. 
Prince  Harry  (lain  outright  j  and  both  the  Blunts 
KiJl'd  by  the  hand  of  Do<wglas-y  young  Prince  Johr^. 
And  IVeJitr.orland,  and  Stafford^  fled  the  field. 
And  Harry  MonmoutFs  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  prifoner  to  yoar  fon.    O,  fuch  a  day, 
So  fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairly  won. 
Came  not  "till  now,  to  dignifie  the  times 
Since  C^efars  fortunes! 

North.  How  is  this  derivM  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shreivfiury  ? 

Bard,  I  fpake  withone,my  Lord, that  came  trom  thencC;, 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name. 
That  freely  rendered  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Tracers,  whom  I  fent. 
On  Tuefday  laft,  to  liften  after  news. 

Bard,  My  Lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifli'd  with  no  certainties. 
More  than  he,  haply,  may  retail  from  me. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Travers. 

North,  Now,  T ^aiftrSf  what  good  tidings  come  with  you  ? 

Tra  My  Lord,  Sir  John  Vrnfrenjil  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings ;  and  being  better  hors'd 
Out-rode  me.    After  him  came  fpurring  hard 
A  gentleman,  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed. 
That  ftoppM  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe ; 
Heafk*d  the  way  to  Chejier  ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shrenvjbury  ? 
He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  ill  luck. 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy^s  fpnr  was  cold. 
With  that  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head. 
And  bending  forward,  {li-uck  his  agile  heeb 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head,  and  flarting  lb, 

H3  Be 
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He  feemM  in  running  to  devour  the  way. 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North,  Ha  ?  again  : 
Said  he  young  Harry  Percy\  fpur  was  cold  ? 
Jlebellion  had  ill  luck  ? 

Bard,  My  Lord,  Fll  tell  you.  - 
If  my  young  Lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony.    Ne'er  talk  of  it. 

North.Why  (hould  the  gentleman,  that  rode  by  TraverSf, 
Give  then  fuch  inftanees  of  iofs  ? 

Bard.  Who,  he? 
He  was  feme  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftoPn 
The  horfe  he  rode  on  ;  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spake  at  ^idventure.    Look,  here  comes  more  new5, 
SCENE    in.    Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title- leaf^ 
Foretels  the  nature  of  a  tragJck  volume : 
So  Iroks  the  rtrond,  wheieon  th'  imperious  flood 
Haih  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 
Say,  Morton y  didft  thou  come  from  Shrenvfiuryf 

Mort,  I  ran  from  Shrew/bury /my  noble  Lord, 
V/hcre  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieft  mafk 
To  fright  our  party. 

North,  How  doth  my  fon,  and  brother? 
Thou  trembleft  j  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  ^pter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
£ven  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fq  fpiritlefs. 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  wce  be-gone. 
Drew  Pr/^w's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  T^roy  was  burn'ds 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue  ; 
And  I,  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'll  it. 
This  thou  vvould'ft  fay :  Your  fon  did  thu?,  and  thus  j 
Your  brother,  thus :  fo  fought  the  noble  Do^ivglas : 
l^tcpping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
lUit  in  the  end,  to  itop  mine  ear  indeed. 
Thou  haft  a  figb  to  blow  away  this  praife. 
Ending  with,  Brother,  fen,  and  all  are  dead! 

M9t.\  Djzvghi  k)^sh^?.f  and  your  bioihcr^  yet;. 
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^ut  for  my  Lord  your  fon  

North,  Why,  be  is  dead. 
See  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  ; 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know. 
Hath,  by  inftindt,  knowledge  from  other  eyes. 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanc'd.    Yet,  Morton,  fpeak: 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  divination  lies  j 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  di (grace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  iuch  wrong. 

Mort,  You  are  too  great,  to  be  by  me  gainfaid;  ^ 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  You,  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy^s  dead, 
I  fee  a  Arrange  confeflion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  (hak'ft  thy  head,  and  hold' It  it  fear,  or  fm. 
To  fpeak  a  truth  :  if  he  be  flain,  fay  fj : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  : 
And  he  doth  fm  that  doth  belie  the  dead. 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  ofBce  :  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Kemember*d,  tolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard,  I  cannot  think,  my  Lord,  your  fon  is  deado 

Mort,  Vm  forry  I  fhould  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which  1  would  toheav'n  I  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  fa*/  him  in  bloody  ftate. 
Rendering  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath 'd. 
To  Henry  Monmouth  ;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
*rhe  never-daunted  jPfrry  to  the  earth. 
From  whence,  with  life,  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
la  few  J  his  death,  whole  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  duUeft  peafant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  bed  temperM  courage  in  his  troops. 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fleerd  5 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  entorcement  flies  with  greateft  fpeed : 
5:0  did  our  men^  heavy  in  IIot-fpur\ left. 
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Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  feai*^ 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  sim. 
Than  did  our  foJdiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety, 
FJy  from  the  fie]d.    Then  was  the  noble  Wor'Jlcr 
Too  Toon  ta'en  prifoner  :  and  that  furious  ^cct. 
The  bloody  D(nuglas,  whofe  weli-iabouring  (word 
Had  three  times  fiain  th'  af  pc^arance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  llomach  and  did  grace  the  /hame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  bac|cs,  and  in  his  flight 
Stumbling  in  fear  w  as  took.    The  fum  of  ail 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won  :  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  power  t'  encounter  you,  rny  Lord, 
Under  the  condu£l  of  young  Lancajier, 
And  JVeJimorland,    This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this,  I  fhalJ  have  time  enough  to  mouaiu 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfick  :  and  this  news, 
That  would,  had  I  been  v/ell,  have  made  me  fick. 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafare  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  vvretch  v/hofe  feaver-weaken'd  joints 
Like  ftrengthlefs  hinges  buckle  under  life. 
Impatient  of  his  fit  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arm^-  \  even  fo  my  limbs 
Weakened  with  grief,  being  now  enrag*d  with  grief, 
Ave  thrice  themfelve*?.    Hence  therefore,  thou  Jiice  tnitci, 
A  fcajy  gauntlet  now  with  joints  of  Iteel 
Muft  glove  this  hand.    And  hence,  thou  fickJy  quoif^ 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head. 
Which  Princes  flefh'd  with  conqueft  aim  to  hit- 
Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron,  and  approach 
The  rugged^ fl:  hour  that  time  and  fpight  d  ire  biinj. 
To  frown  upon  th*  enrag'd  Northuniherland  ! 
Let  heav'n  kifs  earth  !  now  let  not  nature"*i,  hand 
Keep  the  Vv'ild  flood  confin'd  }  let  order  die. 
And  let  this  w  orld  no  longer  be  a  ftage 
To  feed  contention  in  a  ling'ring  a<St : 
But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 
Reign  in  all.  bofoms,  that,  each  heart  being  let 
On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end^ 
And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ! 

Bgrd*  This  fl.rainedpiflioji  doth  ycu  wrong,  my  Lor^  ; 
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Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour. 

Mort,  The  Jives  of  all  ycur  loving  complices 
i.ean  on  your  health,  the  which  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ftormy  paflion,  muft  perforce  decay, 
Vou  caft  th'  event  of  war,  my  noble  Lord, 
And  fummM  the  account  of  chance,  before  you  fald. 
Let  us  make  head  :  it  was  your  prefurmife. 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  fon  might  drop: 
You  knew  he  walkM  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 
You  were  advisM  his  fle/h  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  fears  j  and  that  his  forward  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd: 
Yet  did  you  fay.  Go  forth.    And  none  of  this. 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ItifF-born  action.    What  hath  then  befalFn, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
JMore  than  that  being,  which  was  like  to  be  } 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs. 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dangVous  feas. 
That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  *twas  ten  to  one ;  , 
And  yet  we  ventured  for  the  gain  proposed, 
ChoakM  the  refpedt  of  Hkely  peril  fear'd  j 
And  fince  we  are  o*er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  body  and  goods. 

Mort,  'Tis  more  than  time  5  and,  my  molt  noble  Lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth  : 
The  gentle  Archbi/hop  of  York  is  up 
With  well-appointed  powers  :  he  is  a  man 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers. 
3Wy  Lord,  your  fon,  had  only  but  the  corps. 
But  lhadows,  and  the  fhews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  aftion  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls  ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs,  conftrain'd 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide  :  but  for  their  fpirits  and  fouls. 
This  word,  rebellion ,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
A?  fi(h  arc  in  a  pond.    But  now  the  bifhop 
Tuins  infurredlion  to  rehgion  j 
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Supposed  fincere  and  Holy  in  his  thoughts. 

He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind  : 

And  doth  enlarge  his  rifing  with  the  blood 

Of  fair  King  Richard ^  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones: 

Derives  from  heav'n  his  quarrel  and  his  caufe  j 

Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land  i 

Gafping  for  life,  Mn^tr  ^XQat  Bolingbroke  : 

And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before :  but  to  fpeak  trutlif 
This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  man 
rhe  apteft  way  for  fafety  and  revenge  : 
Get  poftsj  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed  ; 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  [Exetmt,. 

SCENE  IV.    A  Street  London. 
Enter  Sir  John  FalftafF,  <with  his  Page  bearing  his  f-WDrd 
end  buckler,. 

Fa/.  Sirrah,  you  giant,  what  fays  the  dodlor  to  mj 
water  ? 

Page.  He  faid.  Sir,  the  w^ter  it  felf  was  a  good  healt!ay 
water.  But  for  the  party  that  ownM  it,  he  might  have 
more  difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  alt  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me.  The 
brain  of  this  foolifh-compounded-clay,  Man,  is  not  able  t» 
invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I  invent,, 
or  is  invented  on  me.  I  am  not  only  witty  in  my  felf,  but 
the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before 
ihee,  hke  a  fow,  that  hath  overwhelm'd  all  her  iitter,  hut 
one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee  into  my  fervice  for  any  other 
reafon  than  to  fet  me  off,  why  then  I  have  no  judgment. 
Thou  whorfon  mandrake,  thou  art  fitter  to  be  v/orn  in  nay- 
cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I  was  never  mannM  with 
an  aglet  'till  now  :  but  I  will  fet  you  neither  in  gold  nor 
filver,  tut  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back  again  to  your 
mafter,  for  a  jewel  :  The  JwveTtif,  the  Prince  your  ma-. 
fter !  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fiedg'd  j  I  will  fooner  have  a 
beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he  fliall  get  oae 
on  his  cheek  :  yet  he  will  not  ftick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a 
face-royal.  Heav'n  may  finlfh  it  when  it  will,  it  is  not 
a  hair  amifs  yet:  he  may  keep  it  ftUi  as  a  face-royal,  for 
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•  fearber  fliall  never  earn  fixpence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he  will 
i>e  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fince  his  father  was 
a  batchelor.  He  may  keepl^is  own  grace,  but  he  is  almoft 
eat  of  mine,  I  can  affure  him.  What  faid  Mr.  Dombledon- 
about  the  fatten  for  my  fliort  cloak  and  flops  ? 

Fage.  He  faid.  Sir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better  aflu- 
rance  than  Bardolph  :  he  would  not  take  his  bond  and 
jours,  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  glutton,  may  his  tongue 
fce  hotter  !  a  whorfon  Achitophelj  a  rafcaiJy  yea-forfooth- 
knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and  then  fland  upon 
Jemrity  i  the  whorfon  fmooth-paies  do  now  wear  nothing 
fcut  high  fhoes,  and  bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles  5  and 
if  a  man  is  thorough  with  them  in  honeft  taking  up,  then 
they  muft  ftandupon  fecurity:  I  had  as  lief  they  would  pot 
rats-bane  in  my  mouth,  as  offer  to  Hop  it  v^ith  fecurity, 
1  looked  he  fhould  have  fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of 
fetten,  as  I  am  a  true  knight,  and  he  fends  me  fecurity. 
Well,  he  may  fleep  in  fecurity,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of 
abundance.  And  the  llghtnefs  of  his  wife  fhines  through 
it,  and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have  his  own  lanthorn 
to  light  him.    Where's  Bardolph  ? 

Page,  He's  gone  into  Smithfeld  to  buy  your  Worihip  a 
korfe. 

FaL  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horfe 
in  Smitbfield,  If  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the  ftews,  I 
were  mann'd,  hors'd,  and  wiv'd. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Chief  yuflice,  and  Servants. 

Page,  Sh-,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed 
the  Prince  for  ftriking  him,  zhont.  Bardolph, 

Fal,  Waitclofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Cb.JuJi,  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

Ser'v,  Falftaff,  an't  pleafe  your  Lcrdfhip. 

Ch,  Juji,  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ? 

^tm.  He,  my  Lord.  But  he  hath  fincedone  good  fer- 
fice  at  Sbre%vfbury:  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with 
lome  charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  Lancafier, 

Cb,  Juft,  What,  to  York  f  call  him  baCk  again. 

Hii'v,  Sir  Jcbn  Falfiaff! 
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FaL  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  ceaf. 

Page.  You  muft  fpeak  Jouder,  my  mafter  is  deaf. 

Cb.JuJi,  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing 
good.  Go  pluck  him  by  the  elbow.  I  muft  fpeak  with 
him. 

Ser'v,  Sir  John  ! 

FaL  Wjiat !  a  young  knave  and  beg  !  are  there  not 
wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  ?  doth  not  the  King  lack 
fubjedls?  do  not  the  rebels  need  foldiers  ?  though  it  be  a 
fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  iliame  to  beg, 
than  to  be  on  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfe  than  the  name 
of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

S£ri\  You  miilake  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  yo  i  were  an  honeft:  man  ?  fit- 
ting my  knight-hood  and  my  foldierfhip  afide,  I  had  liei  In 
my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Ser'v.  I  pray  yo»i.  Sir,  then  fet  your  knight-hood  and 
your  foldierfhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  yoii 
lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  f^iy  I  am  any  other  than  an  ho- 
neft  man. 

FuL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  ?  I  lay  afide  that 
which  grows  to  me  ?  if  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  me,  hang 
me  J  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wert  better  le  hang'd;  you 
hunt-counter,  hence  5  avaunt ! 

Ser'v,  Sir,  my  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Cb.  yuft.  Sir  John  Faljlaffj  a  word  with  you. 

FaL  My  good  Lord!  God  give  your  Lord/hip  good  time 
of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lordihip  abroad  j  I  heard 
fay,  your  Lordlhip  was  fick.  I  hop3  your  Lordfiiip  goes 
abroad  by  advice.  Your  Lordlhip,  though  not  clean  pafc 
your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  j?<»  in  you  :  fomere- 
Jifli  of  the  faltnefs  of  time  ;  and  1  muit  humbly  bcfcecii 
your  Lordihip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

Cb.  Juft.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expedi- 
tion to  Sbreivjhury, 

FaL  If  it  pleafe  your  Lordihip,  I  hear  his  Majefty  is 
returned  with  Ibme  difcomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch,  yiiji,  I  talk  not  of  his  Mpjelly  you  would  not 
eome  when  I  fent  for  you. 
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Tal  And  I  hear  mcrcovtr,  his  Hidincrsis  hlVn  huo 
ihis  fame  whorfon  apoplexy. 

Ch,  JuJ},  "Well,  heav'n  mend  hhn  !  I  pny,  let  mcfpeak 
with  you. 

Fal,  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy, 
an't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  a  kind  of  fleeping  ia  the  blood, 
a  whorfon  tingling. 

Ch,  Jujl,  What  tell  me  you  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

FjI,  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief;  from  fludy 
and  perturbation  of  the  brain.  I  have  read  thecaufc  of  it 
in  Galen,    It  is  a  kindof  deafnefs. 

Ch,  JuJl.  I  think  you  are  fall'n  into  that  difeafe :  for 
you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

•  Fal,  Very  well,  my  Lord,  very  well:  rather,  an't 
pleafe  you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  net  liffning,  the  malady  of 
not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  JuJl.  To  punish  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend  the 
attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your  phyfician. 

Fal.  1  am  as  poor  as  Joby  my  Lord,  but  not  fo  paticJU  : 
your  Lordihip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  imprifonmcnt  to 
me,  in  refpedl  of  po%'erty ;  but  how  I  /liould  be  your  pa- 
tient to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make  fjmc 
dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  indeed,  a  fcruple  it  fclf. 

Ch,  Jufi.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters agaiafr 
you  for  your  life,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  Counfel  learned  in  the 
Jaws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch,  Juft,  Well,  the  truth  is,  Sit'  ^John,  you  live  \:\ 
great  infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles' him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  in  Icfj. 
Ch,  Juft,  Your  means  are  very  fe  der,  and  your  wafL-. 
great. 

Fal,  I  would  it  were  otherwifc :  J  would  my  means 
were  greater,  and  my  waftc  flenderer. 

Ch,  Juft,  You  have  mif-led  the  youthful  Prince, 

Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  mif-kd  me.  I  am  the  fel- 
low with  the  gi-eat  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch,  Juji.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-hcnl'd  wound  ; 
ycur  day's  furvice  at  Shrcivibury  hath  a  liltle glided  over 

Vol.  V.  •    .     1      .  )■  yuur 
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your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hilL    You  may  thank  the 
unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  o'er-poftihg  that  adlion. 
Fal  My  Lord? 

Ch.  Jufi,  But  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo:  wake  not^ 
keeping  Wolf. 

FaU  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 

Cb.  Jtiji,  What  ?  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  gart 
burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  wafTel  candle,  my  Lord  3  all  tallow  :  but  if  I  did 
i^y  r>f  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch^Jufi.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on-yourfaefi,  but 
5iouid  have  his  efte<5l  of  gravity.  * 

Fal.  His  e^e(fl  of  gravy,,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch,  Jujl,  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down, 
like  his  ill  angel. 

FaL  Not  fc,  my  Lord,  your  ill  angel  is  light :  but  I  hope 
fee  that  looks  upon  me,  will  taKe  me  without  weighing  f- 

and  yet,  in  fome  re^efts  I  grant,  I  cannot  go  }  1  can? 

not  tell  J  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe  cofler-mon- 
gers  days,  that  true  valour  is  turned  bear-herd.  Pregnancy 
is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  wit  wafted  in  giving 
recknings  5  ail  the  other  gifts  appertinent  to  man,  as  the 
malice  of  this  age  fhapes  them,,  are  not  worth  a  goofe- 
berry.  You  that  are  oJd,  confider  not  the  capacities  of  ua 
that  aie  young;  you  meafure  the  heat  of  our  livers,  with- 
the  bitternefsof  your  galls  5  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward 
©f  our  youth,  I  muft-  confefs  are  wags  too. 

Ch,  Juji.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl  of 
youths  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  charadlers. 
©f  age  ?  have  you  not  a  moiR  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ?  a  yellow 
cheek  >  a  white  beard  I  a  decreafing  leg  ?  an  increafing 
belly  ?  is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind  fhort  ?  youjp 
chin  double?  your  wit  fingle?  and  every  part  about  yoi* 
blafted  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you  yet  call  your  felf 
young    fie^  fie,  fw,  Sir^o^w. 

Fal,  My  Lord,  I  v/as  bom  about  three  of  the  clock  m 
the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a  rountF 
belly.  For  my  voice,  I  have  loft  it  with  hallowing  and 
finging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my  youth  further,  I  will 
mi*    The  truth  1$,  I  am  on^  old  in  judgment  and  un- 

derftanding. 
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derftanding,  and  he  that  will  caper  with  me  for  a  thoufand 
inarks,  let  him  lend  me  themony,  and  have  at  him.  For 
the  box  th'  ear  that  the  Prince  gave  you,  he  gave  it  like 
a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible  Lord.  I  have 
checkt  him  for  it,  and  the  young  Lion  repents:  marry, 
not  in  a/hes  and  fack-cloth,  but  in  new  filk  and  old  fack. 

Cb,  Juft,  Well,  heav*n  fend  the  Prince  a  better  com- 
panion ! 

Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  companion  a  better  Prince!  lean-- 
not  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince 
Harry.  I  hear  you  are  going  with  Lord  John  of  Lan- 
<aft€r^  againft  the  Archbifhop  and  the  Earl  of  Northuni' 
berland, 

Fal,  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it  5  but 
look  you  pray,  ail  you  that  kifs  my  Lady  peace  at  home, 
that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day  :  for  I  take  bat  two 
fliirts  out  with  me,  and  1  mean  not  to  fweat  extraordira- 
fily  :  if  it  be  a  hot  day^  if  I  brandiih  any  thing  but  a  botrle, 
would  I  might  never  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dan- 
gerous a6lion  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thrufl  upoa 

it«    Wei],  I  cannot  lall  ever.  but  it  was  always  the 

trick  of  our  Englif}}  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to 
make  it  too  comm.on.  If  you  will  needs  fay  I  am  an  old 
man,  you  ihou'd  give  me  reft  t  I  would  to  God  my  name 
were  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is  1  I  were  better  to 
be  eaten  to  death  with  a  ruft,  than  to  be  fcoutM  to  nothing 
with  perpetual  motion. 

Cb,  Juft,  Weil,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  heav'n  blefs 
your  expedition ! 

Fal,  Will  your  Lord/hip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound,  to 
fuinifti  me  fonh  ? 

Ch.  Juji.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  j  you  are  too  impa- 
tient to  bear  crofies.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me  to 
my  QOM^inWeflmorland,  [Exit, 
f  FaU  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  *  three  man-beetle.  A 
man  can  no  morefeparate  age  and  covetoulners,  than  he 
can  part  young  limbs  and  ietchery :  but  the  gout  galls  the 

»  Thret-man-bettlt^  i.  e.  a  rammer  big  enough  to  rcsuire  three  mca 
tAl)&  xt. 

4  one. 
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cn&,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other,  and  fo  both  the  de- 
grees prevent  my  curfes.    Boy  ! 
Page,  Sir. 

Tal.  What  mony  is  in  my  purfe  ? 

Page.  Seven  groats,  and  two  pence. 

Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumption  of 
the  purfe.  Borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but 
the  difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  my  Lord  of 
Lancojler^  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of  Wejlmor- 
landy  and  this  to  old  Mrs.  Uijula,  whom  I  have  weekly 
fvvorn  to  marry  fmce  1  perceiv'd  the  firft  white  hair  on  my 
chin.  About  it  j  you  know  where  to  find  me.  A  pox  of 
this  gout !  or  a  gout  of  this  pox  1  for  the  one  or  th*  other 
plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe  :  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do 
halt,  I  have  the  wars  for  my  Colour,  and  my  penfion  fliall 
jeem  the  more  reafonable  :  a  good  wit  will  make  ufe  of  any 
thing  ;  I  will  turn  difeafes  to  commodity.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI.    ArchbifiopofYovlC  5  Palace. 
F titer  Archbifoop  of  Yoilzy  Haftings,  Thomas  Mowbray 
(Earl  Marfial)  and  /.oriBardolph. 

Tork,  Thus  have  you  heard  our  caule,  and  know  our 
means : 

Now,  my  mofl  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes  ; 
And  fiift,  Lord  Marfhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Ii/L^.vh.  I  well  allow  th'  occafion  of  our  arms. 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied 
How  in  our  means  we  fhculd  advance  our  felves, 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  pow'r  and  puiffance  of  the  King. 

Haji,  Our  prefent  mufters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice  : 
And  our  fupplieslive  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland y  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard,  The  queftion then,  hoxdHaJlings,  flandeth  thus  J 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland V 

Haft,  With  h-m  we  may. 

Mi  vd^  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point : 
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B^t  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  Uth\t, 
My  judgment  is,  we  fhouldnot  Itep  too  f^r 
'Till  we  had  his  afliftance  by  the  hand. 
For  in  a  theam  fo  bloody-fac'd  as  this^ 
Conjedure,  expedation  and  furmife 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

York.  'Tis  very  true,  Lord  Bardolph  \  for  indeed- 
It  was  young  Hot-fpur\  cafe  at  Shreivfhury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  Lord,  whoJin'd  himfeif  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promife  of  fupply, 
FiattVing  himfeif  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  fn}aller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  tiioughtc  ^ 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death. 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deftru<flion,. 

Hafi.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard,  Yes,  if  this prefent  quality  of  war 
Impede  the  inftant  adt  j  a  caufe  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an.  early  fpring 
We  fee  th'appearing  buds  j  which  to  prove  fruity 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  defpair 
That  frofts  will  bite  them.    When  we  mean  to  bivild^. 
We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model. 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe. 
Then  muft  we  rate  the  co^  of  the  ereiltion  5  . 
Which  if  we  find  out- weighs  ability. 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  a -new.  the  model, 
In  fewer  offices  ?  or  elfe,  defifl 
To  build  at  all  ?  much  more,  in  this  ^reat  v/ork>, 
(Which  is  almoil  to  pluck  a  kingdom  downr> 
And  fet  another  up)  fhould  we  furvey 
The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model  f; 
Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation, 
Queilion  Purveyors,  know  our  own  eflatCj 
How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo. 
To  weigh  againil  his  oppofite  j  or  elfe,. 
We  fortifie  in  paper  and  in  figures, 
Ufmg  the  names  of  meninfteadof  mens. 
Like  one  that  diaws  the  model  of  a  houfej^. 
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Beyond  his  pow*r  to  build  it ;  who  halt  through. 
Gives  o'er,  andleaves  his  pan-created  colt 
A  naked  rubje6l  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
And  wafte  for  churlifli  winter's  tyranny. 

U-jft,  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth^ 
Should  be  ftill-born  j  and  that  we  now  poflefl  ' 
The  utmoft  man  of  expectation: 
1  think  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough, 
Ev'n,  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 

Bar(k  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand  ? 

liajl.  To  us  no  more  5  nay,  not  fo  much.  Lord  Bardolpbt 
For  his  dlvifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl. 
Are  in  three  heads  5  one  pow'r  again  (I  the  French, 
And  one  againft  G/cWcw^r  5  perforce  a  third 
JMuft  take  up  us  :  fo  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided  ;  and  his  coffers  found 
"With  hollow  poverty  and  emptincfs. 

York.  That  he  fhould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  together,. 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puillance. 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  fhould  do  fa. 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  JVelJh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels  ;  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Tia(l,  The  Duke  of  Lar.cafter  ^wAlFejimorland  : 
Againft  the  ffeljh,  himfeif  and  Harry  Monmouth  * 
B.;t  who  is  fubflituted  'gainft  \hz  French, 
1  have  no  certain  notice. 

Tork,  Let  us  on : 
5Vr.d  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice  j 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited. 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  Many  !  with  what  loud  applaufe 
Did' ft  thou  beat  heav'n  with  blelTing  Bolingbroh, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  ! 
And  now  being  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defires. 
Thou,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him, 
Thattiiou  provok'ft  thy  felf  tocaft  i;im  up. 
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$Q,  fo,  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  difgorge  ^ 
Thy  glutton-bofom  of  the  royal  Richard^ 
And  now  thou  wouldft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up. 
And  howrft  to  find  it.    What  truft  is  in  thefe  times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamourM  on  his  grave  t 
Thou  that  threw 'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
"When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 
After  th'admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry'ft  now  ;  O  Earth,  yield  us  that  King  again, 
And  take  thou  this.    O  thoughts  of  men  accurs'd  ! 
Paft,  and  to  come,  feem  heft  j  things  prefent,  worft, 

Moivb,  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

Hoft*  We  are  time's  fubjedls,  and  time  bids,  be  gona* 

[Exeunt, 

A  C  T  II.   S  C  E  N  E  L 

A  Street  in  London ► 
Enter  Hoftefi  ivitb  tive  Officers,  Fang  <2«^/  Snare, 
lI&fl.'^^^K.  Fang,  have  you  enterM  the  adion  ? 
Fung.  It  is  enter'd. 
Hoft.  Where's  your  yeoman  ?  is  he  a  lufty  yeoman  * 
Will  he  ft  and  to  it  ? 

Fang,  Sirrah,  vvhere's  5«^rf 
Iloft.  Ay,  ay,  good  Mr^  Snare, 
Snare,  Here,  here. 

Fang,  Snare,  we  muft  arreft  Sir  jfohn  Falftaff. 
Heft.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  enter'd  him  and  al/. 
Snare.  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  us  our  lives:  he 
will  ftab. 

Heft.  Alas-the-day,  take  heed  of  him  j  he  ftab'd  me 
in  mine  own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly  j  he  cares  not 
what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  Weapon  be  out.  He  will 
fOin  like  any  devil,  he  will  fpare  neither  man,  woman^ 
nor  child. 

Fang,  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thruft, 
Hoft,  No,  nor  I  neither}  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 
Fang,  If  1  but  fift  him  once  j  if  he  come  but  within  my 
*  vice. 

*  Fiiff  or  gr'^ff*^  a  metaphor  takcit  from  »  fjnilh'a  wV.',. 
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Hofi.  I  am  undone  by  his  going;  I  warrant  you  he  Isan- 
infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  Fangy  hold  him 
flire  5  good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  'fcape.  He  comes 
continually  to  Pie  corner,  faving  your  manhoods,  to  buy  a 
faddle  :  and  he  is  irdited.  to  dinner  to  the  Luhbar\  head  in 
Lombard-ftreet  to  Mr.  Smooth's  the  Silkman,  I  pray  ye, 
fince  my  adion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  knoWn  to 
the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anfwer.  A  hun- 
dred mark  is  a  long  loan,  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear  j 
and  1  have  born,  and  born,  and  born :  and  have  been  fub*d 
off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a 
fhame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  deal- 
ing, unlefs  a  woman  Ihould  be  made  an  Afs  and  a  beaft,  to 
tear  every  knave's  wrong. 

Enter  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy, 
Yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  malmfey-nofe  knave,  , 
Bardolph  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices :  Mr. 
Fang  and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  offices. 

Fal,  How  now  ?  whofe  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the  matter 

Fang,  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Mrs,  ^ickly,. 

Fal.  Away,  varlets;  draw,  Bardolph:  cut  me  off  the 
villain's  head  :  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

Hoji,  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  ?  Til  throw  thee  in  the 
kennel.  Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  baftardly  rogue. 
Murder,  murder  !  O  thou  *  hony-fuckle  villain,  wilt  thoit 
kill  God's  officers  and  the  King's?  O  thou  *  hony-feed 
rcgue,  thou  art  a  hony-feed,  a  man-queller,  and  a  woman-- 
queller. 

FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph, 
Fang,  A  refcue,  a  refcue  ! 

Hofi.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two ;  thou  wo't, 
wo't  thou?  thou  wo't,  wo^'t  thou,  rogue?  do,  thou 
hempfeed ! 

Fal.  Away,  you  fcullion,  you  rampallian,  you  fuftila- 
rian  :  I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe, 

SCENE   II.    Enter  Chief  Juftice. 

Ch.  J  lift.  What's  the  matter  ?  keep  the  peace  here,  hoa  ! 

Hoft,  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befeech  yo\i, 
ilaiid  to  me. 

*  She  means    fay,  hmUM  villain^  and  homicidt  rogut. 

Ch,  juftr^ 
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Ch.  JvJ}*  How  now.  Sir  John?  what,  are  you  brawl- 
ing here  ? 

t)oth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefs  ? 

You  fliOLiId  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  Tork. 

Stand  from  him,  fellow,  wherefore  hang'fl  thou  on  him  ? 

Hcjl.  O  my  moll  worfhipful  Lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
Grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eajicbeap,  and  heisarreflcd 
at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  Juft.  For  what  fum  ? 

Hoji,  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  Lord,  it  is  for  all  ^ 
all  I  have  j  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home  j  he 
hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his  j  but  I 
will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee  o'nights 
like  the  mare. 

Fal,  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have  any 
vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Cb.Jufl,  How  comes  this,  Sir  yohnf  fie, '  what  man 
©f  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclamation  ? 
are  you  not  afham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  widow  to  fo  rough  a 
courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.  What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Hoft.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thy  felf  and 
the  mony  too.  Thou  did'ft  fwear  to  me  on  a  parcel-gilt 
goblet,  fitting  in  my  jDo/^i)/«-chamber,  at  the  round  table, 
by  a  fea-coal  fire,  on  JVednefday  in  IFhitJun-iveek,  when 
the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening  him  to  a  fmging- 
man  of  Windfor  j  thou  didft  fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  was 
wafhing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady 
thy  wife.  Canll  thou  deny  it  ?  did  not  good -wife  Ar^^ci6 
the  butcher's  wife  come  in  then,  and  call  me  goflip  ^ick- 
Ij  f  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs  of  vinegar  j  telling  us  /he 
had  a  good  difh  of  prawns ;  whereby  thou  didft  delire  to 
cat  fome;  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill  for  a  green 
wound  ?  and  didft  not  thou,  when  flie  was  gone  down  ftairs, 
defire  me  to  be  no  more  fo  familiarity  with  fuchpoor  people, 
laying  that  ere  long  they  ftiould  call  me  Madam  ?  and  didft 
thou  not  kils  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  ftiillings  ?  1 
put  thee  now  to  thy  book-oath  ;  deny  it  if  thou  can'ft. 

Fal,  My  Lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul  j  andfhe  fays  up 
and  d«^wa  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  like  you.  She 

hath 
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hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath 
diftrafled  her  5  but  for  thefe  foolifh  officers,  I  befeech  you 
1  may  haveredrefs  againft  them. 

Cb,  JuJ},  Sir  yohn,  Sir  yoJkrt,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe  way.  It 
is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come 
with  fuch  more  than  impudent  fawcinefs  from  you,  can 
thruft  me  from  a  level  confideration.  I  know  you  have 
f>ra(5lisM  upon  the  ealie-yielding  fpiritof  this  woman.  

Jlofl,  Yes,  in  troth,  my  Lord. 

Ch,  Juft,  Pr'ythee,  peace  ;  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe 
her,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have  done  her  j  the  one 
you  may  do  with  fterling  mony,  and  the  other  with  cur- 
rant repentance. 

FaL  My  Lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without  re- 
ply. You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent  fawcinefs :  If 
a  man  will  curt'fie  and  fay  nothing,  he  is  virtuous.  No^ 
my  Lord,  my  humble  duty  remember'd,  I  will  not  be  your 
fuitor :  I  fay  to  you,  I  dcfire  deliverance  from  thefe  officers,^ 
being  upon  hafty  employment  in  the  King's  affairs. 

Ch.  Jtdft.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong  : 
but  anfwer  in  the  effect  your  reputation,  and  fatisfie  the 
poor  woman. 

FaL  Come  hither,  hoftefs.  \Afide^ 

SCENE  III.    Enter  Mk  Gower. 
Cb,  yuft.  Now,  mafter  Gonver,  what  news  ? 
Gower,  The  King,  my  Lord,  and  H^«ry  Prince  of  WaUi 
Are  near  at  hand  :  the  reft  the  paper  tells. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman—*  \Aftde  to  the  Hefiefs*. 
Hop.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Fal,  As  lam  a  gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Hoji,  By  this  heav'nly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  dining 
chambers. 

FaL  GlafTes,  glafles  is  the  only  drinking  5  and  for  thy 
walls,  a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  llory  of  the  prodigal, 
or  the  German  Hunting  in  water-work,  is  worth  a  thoufand 
of  thefe  bed-hangings,  and  thefe  fly- bitten  tapeftries :  Jet 
it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canft.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for 
thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  better  wench  in  England »  Go, 

wa/h. 
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wafli  thy  face,  and  draw  thy  aftion  :  come,  thou  muft  net 
be  in  this  humour  with  me  j  come,  I  know  thou  waft  fet 
on  to  this. 

Hoji.  Pr'ythee,  Sir  Johny  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles,  I 
am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earneft  Ja. 

Faf.  Let  it  alone,  I'll  make  other  fliift  j  you'll  be  3 
fool  ftiJl. 

HoJl.  Well,  you  (hall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my  gown, 
I  hope  you*ll  come  to  fupper :  youMl  pay  me  all  together  ? 

FaL  Will  I  live  ?  go  with  her,  with  her  5  hook  on, 
hcok  on. 

HoJl.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-Jheet  meet  you  at  fuppet  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words.    Let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  HoJi*  and  Serjeants* 

Ch.  Jufl.  \  have  heard  better  news. 

FaL  What*s  the  news,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Ch,  Jufl,  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night  ? 

Goiver.  At  Bafingftoke y  my  Lord. 

FaL  I  hope,  my  Lord,  all's  well.  What  is  the  news, 
my  Lord? 

Ch,  Juji.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Goiver,  No  j  fifteen  hundred  foot  five  hundred  horfc 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lanca^er, 
Againft  Northumberland  and  the  Archbifliop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  King  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  Lord  ? 

Ch,  Juft,  You  fhall  have  letters  of  me  prefently. 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  Mr.  Gower, 

FaL  My  Lord! 

Ch.  Jufl,  What^s  the  matter  ? 

FaL  Mafter  Goioer,  fhall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to 
dinner  ? 

Gower,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here. 
I  thank  you,  good  Sir  John, 

Ch,  Juft.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  thecountreys  as  you  go. 

FaL  Will  you  fup with  me,  mafter  Gower? 

Ch,  Juft.  What  foolifti  mafter  taught  you  thefe  man- 
ners, Sir  John  f 

FaL  Mafter  G«wer,  if  they  become  xxie  not,  he  v  as  a 
7  fool 
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fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  xht  right  fencing  gracCj^ 
my  Lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch,  Juji,  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee !  thou  art  a  great 
fooL  [Exeunt* 
SCENE   IV.    Continues  in  London. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P,  Henry,  Trult  me,  lam  exceeding  weary, 

Foins,  Is  it  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought  wearinefs  durft 
not  have  attached  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  Henry,  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  com- 
plexion of  my  greatnels  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not 
llievv  vilely  in  me  to  defiie  Imall  beer  ? 

Poins.  Why,  a  Prince  fhould  not  be  fo  loofcly  ftudied, 
as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  Henry.  Belike  then  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got ;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature, 
fmall  beer.  But  indeed  thefe  humble  confiderations  make 
me  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs.  What  a  difgrace  is  it 
to  me  to  remember  thy  name !  or  to  know  thy  face  to- 
morrow !  or  to  take  note  how  many  pair  of  filk  fto:kings 
thou  hafl- !  {'vixi.  thefe,  and  thofe  that  were  the  peach-co- 
JourM  ones;)  or  to  bear  the  inventory  of  thy  Hiirts,  as  one 
for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe  ;  but  that  the  tennis- 
court-keeper  knows  better  than  I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of 
Jinnen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft  not  racket  there,  as 
thou  hall:  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reli  of  thy 
low  countreys  have  made  a  fhift  to  eat  up  thy  hoUand. 
And  God  knows  whether  thofe  that  bawl  out  of  the  ruins 
of  thy  Hnnen  (hall  inherit  his  kingdom  :  but  the  midwives 
fay  the  children  are  not  in  the  fault,  whereupon  the  world 
increafes,  and  kindreds  are  mightily  ftrengthened. 

Poins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour'd  fo 
hard,  you  fhould  talk  fo  idly !  tell  me  how  many  good 
young  Princes  fhould  do  fo,  their  fathers  lying  fo  lick  as 
yours  is. 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  f 
Poins.  Yes,  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 
P.  Henry.  It  fliall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breed- 
ing than  thine. 

Poins. 
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Poins*  Go  to  J  I  ftand  the  pufh  of  your  ofte  thiflg,  that 
you'll  tdl. 

P.  Henry,  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  fhould 
be  fad  now  my  father  is  fick  5  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee, 
(as  to  oneit  pleafea  me,  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my 
friend)  I  could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  fubjed» 

P.  Hemy.  Thou  think*!!  me  as  far  in  the  devirs  book, 
as  thou  and  Fa/flaffj  for  obduracy  and  perfiftency.  Let 
the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bleeds  in- 
wardly that  my  father  is  fick  j  and  keeping  fuch  vile  com- 
pany as  thou  art,  hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  all  oftenta* 
tion  of  furrow. 

Poins,  The  reafon? 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me  if  I  fhould, 
weep  ? 

•'Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  princely  hypocrite. 
P.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought ;  and  thoa 
art  a  blefled  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks  j  never 
a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better 
than  thine  ;  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite  in- 
deed. And  what  excites  your  moft  worlliipful  thought  to 
think  fo  ? 

Poins.  Why,  becaufe  you  have  feem'd  fo  lewd,  and  fo 
much  ingraffed  to  FaWaff, 
P.  Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poins.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  cart 
hear  it  with  mine  own  ears  5  the  worft  they  can  fay  of  m* 
is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper 
fellow  of  my  hands :  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  I  can- 
not help.    Look,  look,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Henry.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falfiaff ;  he  had 
him  from  me  chriftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  villain  have  not 
Uansform'd  him  ape, 

SCENE    V.     Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Bard»  Save  your  Grace  ! 

P.  Henry,  And  yours,  moft  noble  Bardolph! 

Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  you  balhful  fool,  muft 
'  you  be  blufhing  ?  wherefore  blufli  you  now  ?  what  amaid- 
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^nly  man  at  arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a  matter  to 
get  a  pottle -pot*s  maiden-head  ? 

Page,  He  callM  me  even  now,  my  Lord,  through  a  red 
lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the 
window  ;  at  laft  I  fpy'd  his  eyes,  and  methought  he  had 
made  two  holes  in  the  alewife*s  new  petticoat,  and  peep'd 
through. 

Bard,  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ?  Away,  you  whorfon 
upright  rabbet,  away ! 

Page,  Away,  you  rafcally  Altbea^s  dream,  away ! 

V,  Henry,  Inftru£lus,  boy,  what  dream,  b  )y? 

Page.  Marry,  my  Lord,  Altbea  dream'd  /he  was  deliver 'd 
of  a  firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

V,  Henry,  Acrowns-worthof  good  interpretation  j  there 
it  is,  boy.  [^Gives  him  many, 

Potns.  O  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be  kept  from  can- 
Icers !  well,  there  is  fix  pence  to  preferve  thee, 

Sard,  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among  you, 
the  gallows  fhall  be  wrong'd, 

P.  Henry,  And  how  doth  thy  mailer,  Bardoipb  f 

Bard,  Well,  my  good  Lord  ;  he  heard  of  your  Grace's 
coming  to  town.    There's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry,  Delivered  with  good  refpedl  5  and  how  doth 
the  Martlemas,  your  mafter  ? 

Bard,  In  bodily  health.  Sir. 

Poim,  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician  5  but 
that  moves  not  him  ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  rot. 

P.  Henry,  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with 
me  as  my  dog  j  and  he  holds  his  place  :  for  look  you  how 
he  writes.  [Gi'ves  Poins  the  letter, 

Poins  reads.  John  Faljlaff,  knight  —  every  man  muft 
Icnow  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name  himfelf : 
even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  King,  for  they  never 
prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay,  Tl:>ere  is  Jome  of  the  King's 
blood  fpilt.  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he  that  takes  upon  him 
not  to  conceive  :  the  anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrower's 
^ap  I  J  am  the  King^s  poor  coufiny  Sir. 

P.  Henry,  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  but  tliey  will 
^ttch  it  from  Japhet,    But  to  the  letter  

Poins,  Sir  John  Faiftaff,  knigb(,  to  the  Jon  %f  tb^  King^ 

marefi 
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^earejl  his  father^  Harry  Prince     Wales,  greeting.  Why 
thw  is  a  certificate. 
P.  Henry..  Peace. 

Poins.  I  ivill  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity/. 
Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath  ;  fhort-winded*  I  commend 
me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  1  lo've  thee.  Be  not  too  f  ami* 
liar 'with  Poins,  for  he  mifufes  thy  fa'vours  fo  much,  that  he 
fivears  thou  art  to  marry  his  fifler  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times 
as  thour  maffij  and  fo  fareivel.  Thine  y  by  yea  and  no  : 
*which  is  as  much  as  to  Jay^  as  thou  ufeji  him.  Jack  Falftaff 
*with  my  familiars  :  John  ivith  my  brothers  andfijiers  :  and 
Sir  John  ivith  all  Europe.  My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  let- 
ter in  fack,  and  make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry,  That's  to  make  him  eat  plenty  of  his  words# 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Nedf  muft  I  marry  your  lifter  ? 

Poins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  But  I 
never  faid  fo. 

p.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool  with  the  time^ 
and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds  and  meek  us  ; 
is  your  mafter  here  in  London  ? 

Bard,  Yes,  my  Lord. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  Boar  feed  in 
the  old  frank  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  in  Eafi-cheap.. 

P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 

Page.  Ephefiansy  my  Lord,  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  Lord,  but  old  Mrs.  Richly ^  and  Mrs* 
Dol  Tear-Jheet. 

P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Page,  A  proper  gentlewoman,  Sir^  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  mafter's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parifli  heifers  are  to  the 
town  Bull.   Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  fupper  ? 

Poins.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  Lord,  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to 
your  mafter  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town.  There's  for 
your  iiience. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue.  Sir. 

P^ge,  And  for  mine.  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

K  a  P.  Henry, 
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P.  Henry\  Fare  ye  well :  go.  This  Dol  Tear-peet  /hould 
be  Ibme  road. 

Poins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
St.  Albans  and  London, 

P  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Falfiaff  beftow  himfelf 
to-night  in  liis  true  colours,  and  not  our  felves  be  feen  ? 

Poins,  P\)t  on  two  leather  jerkins  and  aprons,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  twible,  like  drawers. 

V»  Henry,  From  a  God  to  a  Bull,  a  heavy  declenfion  ! 
It  was  Joi'e^s  cafe  :  from  a  Prince  to  a  prentice,  a  low 
transfoimaticn  !  that  fhall  be  mine  :  for  in  every  thing, 
tbepurpofe  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.    Follow  me,  Ned, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Northumberland'^  Caftie. 
Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland,  and 
Lady  Percy. 

North.  I  pr'ythee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times, 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy,  troublefome. 

L.  North,  1  have  given  over,  I  wil)  Ipeak  no  more  5 
Do  what  you  will :  your  vvifdom  be  your  guide. 

North,  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn. 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it, 

L.  Percy.  Oh,  yet,  for  heav'n's  fake,  go  not  to  thefc  wars. 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  than  now  ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart-dear  Harry ^ 
y  Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  fee  his  father* 
Bring  up  his  pow'rs :  but  he  did  look  in  vain  ! 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  loft  j  yours  and  your  fon*s» 
For  yours,  m?y  heav'nly  glory  brighten  it ! 
For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him  as  the  fun 
In  the  gvey  vault  of  heav'n  :  and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  a£ls.    He  was  indeed  the  glafs 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dreis  themlelve?, 
J^e  had  no  legs,  that  praxis 'd  not  his  gait : 
And  Ipeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  biemii^i. 

Became 
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Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant : 

For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low  and  tardily. 

Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abufe. 

To  Teem  like  him.    So  that  in  fpeech,  in  gait. 

In  diet,  in  afFeftions  of  delight, 

In  military  rules^  humours  of  blood. 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book. 

That  fafhion'd  others.    And, him,  wond'rous  him  f 

O  miracle  of  men  !  him  did  you  leave 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  war 

In  difadvantage,  to  abide  a  field 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot-fpur*s  name 

Did  feem  defenfible  :  fo  you  left  him. 

Never^  O,  never  do  his  ghoft  the  wrong. 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him.    Let  them  alone  s 

The  Marlhal  and  the  Archbifhop  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 

To-day  might  I  (hanging  on  Hot-fpur's  neck) 

Have  talkM  of  MonmoutFs  grave. 

JSJorth  Bcfhrew  your  heart. 
Fair  daughter,  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  over -lights. 
But  I  muft  go  and  meet  with  danger  there  j 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North,  Fly  to  Scot  land  y 
*Till  that  the  Nobles  and  the  armed  Commons 
Have  of  their  puiflance  made  a  little  tafte. 

L,  Percy.  If  they  get  ground  and  *  vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  Heel, 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger.    But  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves.    So  did  your  fon : 
He  was  fo  fuffer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  widow  : 
And  never  fhall  have  length  of  life  enough. 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heav*n. 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  huiband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  inAvith  me  :  *tis  with  Oiy  mind 
Ai  with  tJbe  tide  fweli'd  up  unto  his  height, 

K  3  That 
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That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbifhop, 
But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back  : 
I  will  relolve  for  Scotland  j  there  am  I, 
"Till  time  and  'vantage  crave  my  company.        [Exeunt » 
SCENE    VII.      ra-vern  in  Eaftcheap. 
Enter  two  Drawers* 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  hafl  thou  brought  there  ? 
A^^k'Johns  f  thou  know'il  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an 
Apple  ^'o^w, 

2  Draw.  Mafs  !  thou  fay'ft  true  j  the  Pi  ince  once  fee 
a  difh  of  A^'^lt-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there 
were  five  more  Sir  y(5i>«j  5  and,  putting  off  his  hat,  faid,  I 
will  now  take  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  round,  old, 
withered  knights.  It  angerM  him  to  the  heart  3  but  he 
hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw*  Why  then  cover,  and  fet  them  down  ;  'and 
fee  if  thou  canft  find  out  Sneak\  noife  j  -Mrs.  Tear-Jhcet 
would  fain  hear  fome  mufick.  Difpatch  !  the  room  where 
they  fup  is  too  hot,  they*ll  come  in  ftrait, 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Mafter 
Toins  anon  5  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  and 
aprons,  and  Sir  ^ohn  muft  not  know  of  it*  Bardolph  hath 
ferought  word.  > 

1  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  Utis :  it  will  be  an  ex- 
cellent ilratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE    VIII.     Enter  Hoftcfs  and  DoJ. 

JioJ}.  Sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  excel- 
lent good  temperality  j  your  pulfidge  beats  as  extraordina- 
rily as  heart  would  d  fire  5  and  your  colour,  I  warrant  you, 
is  as  red  as  any  rofe :  but  you  have  drank  too  much  ca* 
nary,  and  that's  a  marvellous  fearching  v,'ine  ;  and  it  per- 
fumes the  blood  ere  we  can  fay  what's  this.  "How  do  yoix 
aow  ? 

Dol  Better  than  I  was :  hem  ! 

Bofi.  Why,  that  was  well  faid :  a  good  heart's  worth 
goki.   Look,  here  comes  Sir  John, 

JEnier 
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Enter  Falftaff. 

FaU  When  Arthur  firji  in  court — empty  the  Jordan—* 
&nd  luas  a  worthy  King  :  how  now,  Mrs.  Do/ 

Hoji.  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  fooch. 

FaL  So  is  all  her  left,  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm  they 
are  fick. 

Do/,  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ? 

Fa/.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  Mrs.  Do/, 

Do/,  I  make  them  !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them,  I 
make  them  not. 

Fa/.  If  the  cook  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to  make 
the  difeafes.  Do/  j  we  catch  of  you,  Do/,  we  catch  of 
you  ;  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that. 

Do/.  Ay  marry,  our  chains  and  our  jewels. 

Fa/,  Your  brooches,  pearls  and  owches  :  for  to  ferve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know  3  to  come  off 
the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  furgery  brave- 
ly J  to  venture  upon  the  charg'd' chambers  bravely  

Dol,  Hang  yt3ur  felf,  you  muddy  Conger,  hang  your 
felf ! 

Hoft.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the-  old  faihion  5  you  two 
never  meet  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  j  you  are  both,  iq 
good  troth,  as  *  rheumatick  as  two  dry  toafts,  you  can- 
not one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the  gou? 
jeres !  one  muft  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you  :  you  are  the 
weaker  veflel,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  vefl'el,     [To  Dol, 

D»/.  Can  a  weak,  empty  veflel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hog/head  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bou^-r 
deaux  ftuff  in  him  %  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk  better  iluf^ 
in  the  hold.  Come,  I'll  be  fiiends  with  thee.  Jack  :  thoq 
art  going  to  the  wars,  and  whether  I  ihall  ever  fee  thee 
again  or  no,  there  is  no  body  cares. 

SCENE    IX.     Enter  Drawer, 

Draw.  Sir,  Ancient  Ptfio/  is  below,  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Do/,  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal,  let  him  not  come 
);ither  5  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  rogue  in  Eng/and, 

•  SI;e  meauis  to  fay  fflmtUk^ 
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Hoji.  If  he  Twagger^  let  him  not  come  here :  no,  by 
my  faith :  I  muft  live  amongli  my  neighbours,  I'll  ho 
fwaggerers :  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very 
beft :  /hut  the  door,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here :  X 
have  not  liv*d  all  this  while  to  have  fwaggering  now  :  Ihut 
the  door,  I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Do'ft  thou  hear,  hoftefs  

Hoft,  Pray  you,  paciiie  y our  felf,  ^irjohn-y  there  comes- 
no  fwaggerers  here. 

FaL  Do*ft  thou  hear  it  is  mine  Ancient. 

Hofl.  TilJy-fally,  Sir  Johm,  never  teJl  me,  your  ancient 
fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.    I  was  before  mafter^ 

*Tifick  the  deputy  the  other  day  5  and  as  he  faid  to  me  • 

it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft  Neighbour 

Richly y  fays  he  j  mailer  Domb  our  minilhr  was  by 

then  :  Neighbour  ^/Vi^/y,  fays  he,  receive  thofe  that 

are  civil ;  for,  faith  he,  you  are  in  an  ill  name  :  now  he 
faid  fo,  I  can  tell  wlicreupon  j  for,  fays  he,  you  are  an 
honeft  woman,  and  well  thought  on,  therefore  take  heed 
what  guefts  you  receive  j  receive,  fays  he,  no  fwaggering 

companions,  There  come  none  here.   You  would  blefs 

you  to  hear  what  he  faid.    No,  I'll  no  fwaggerers. 

FaL  He's  no  fwaggerer,  hoftefs  j  a  tame  cheater, i'faith  5 
you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppey-grey hound  \  lie 
will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  tuin 
back  in  any  fhew  of  refinance.    Call  him  up,  drawer. 

Hoft,  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft  man 
my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater  j  but  I  do  not  love  fwaggering  \ 
I  am  the  worfe  when  one  fays  fwagger  ;  feel,  mafters,  how 
I  fhake,  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 
Doh  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Hofl.  Do  I  !^  yea,  in  very  truth  do  I,  as  if  it  were  an 
afpen  leaf  :  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 
SCENE    X.     Enter  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page, 
Pift,  Save  you.  Sir  John  ! 

FaL  Welcome,  Ancient  PifloL  Here,  Pijlol,  I  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  fack  :  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine  hoft- 
efs. 

Pift,  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two  bul- 
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TaJ.  She  is  piftol  proof.  Sir,  you  fhall  hardly  offend  her, 
Hofl.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets :  I 

will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's 

pleafure,  I. 

Pifi,  Then  to  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  I  will  charge  you. 

Dol,  Charge  me  !  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion  ! 
what  ?  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-linnen 
mate  5  away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away,  I  am  meat  for 
your  mailer. 

Piji,  I  know  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy, 

DoL  Away,  you  cut- pur fe  rafcal,  you  filthy  bung, 
away:  by  this  wine.  Til  thruft  my  knife  in  your  mouidy 
chaps  if  you  play  the  fawcy  cuttle  with  me.  Away,  you 
bottle-ale  ralcal,  you  bafket-hilt  ftale  jugier  you.  Since 
when,  I  pray  you.  Sir  ?  what^  with  two  points  on  your 
fiioulder  ?  march  ! 

¥ifl.  I  willmurther  your  ruff  for  this, 

Tal,  No  more,  Ptftol  j  I  would  not  have  you  go  off  here ; 
^ifcharge  your  felf  of  our  company,  FiJioU 

Hoji,  No,  good  captain  Pijiol :  not  here,  fweet  captain, 

DoL  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art  thou 
not  alham'd  to  be  call'd  captain  ?  if  captains  were  of  hny 
mind  they  would  truncheon  you  out  of  taking  their  names 
upon  you,  before  you  have  earn'd  them.  You  a  captain  I 
you  flave  !  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a 
bawdy  houfe  ?  he  a  captain  !  hang  him,  rogu^,  he  lives 
upon  mouldy  ftevv'd  prunes  and  dry'd  cakes,  A  captain  \ 
thefe  villains  will  make  the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the 
word  occupy  ;  which  was  an  excellent  good  word  before  it 
was  ill  forted  :  therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

Bard,  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  Ancient. 

Fal,  Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Z)o/. 

PiJl.  Not  I  :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolphy  I 
could  tear  her:  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her,  < 

Page,  Pray  thee,  go  down, 

Pift.  ril  fee  her  damn'd  firft  :  to  Pluto^  damned  hke, 
to  the  infernal  deep,  to  Erebus  and  tortures  vile  alfo.  Hold 
hook  and  line,  lay  I :  down  ?  down,  dogs  j  down,  fates  : 
ha4ic  we  not  *  Hiren  here  ? 

♦  A  name  he  gives  to  his  fivord. 
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Uofi,  Good  captain  Pee^el,  be  quiet,  it  is  very  late  :  I 
befeech  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

IPift.  Thefe  be  good  humours  indeed.  Shall  pack-horfes  * 
And  hoiiow-pamper'd  jades  of  Afia^ 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 
Compare  with  Cafar,  and  with  Canmbaly 
And  Trojan  Greeks  f  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus,  and  let  the  welkin  roar  : 
Shail  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Hoji.  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter  words. 

Bard,  Be  gone,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a  brawl 
anon. 

P //?.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins :  have 
we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hcji.  On  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  goujeres  ?  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  ?  I 
pray,  be  quiet. 

JPifi,  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  5  come, 
give  mefome  fack.  Sifortuna  me  tormenta^  il  fperare  me 
contenta. 

Fear  we  broad  fides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  fome  fack  :  and,  fweet-heart,  lye  thou  there : 
Come  we  to  full  points  here,  and  are  ^  cetera'^  nothing  ? 
Fal,  Pifiol^  I  would  be  quiet. 

P//?.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif :  what !  we  have 
fecn  the  feven  ftars. 

DoL  Thru  ft  him  down  flairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch  a 
fliftian  rafcal. 

Pift,  Thruft  him  down  flairs  ?  know  we  not  galloway 
nags  ? 

FaL  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph^  like  a  fhove-groat 
/hilling  :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he  fhall 
be  nothing  here. 

Bard,  Come,  get  you  down  fiairs, 

Bift,  What  ihall  we  have  incifion  ?  fliall  we  embrew  ? 
then  death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days :  why 
then  let  grievous,  ghaflly,  gaping  wounds,  untwine  the  fi- 
iters  three  :  come,  Atropoi,  I  fay.     [Draiving  bis fzvord, 

*  Thefe  lines  are  in  part  a  quotation  oukof  an  old  abfurd  fuftah 
Play  iniitled  Tam^ttr/a/n's  Conqusfts  or  The  Stj/thian  Skepherd. 
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Bofi,  Here's  goodly  ftuff  toward. 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

DoL  I  pr'ythee,  Jack^  I  pr'ythee,  do  not  draw. 

Fal,  Get  you  down  ftairs. 

[Draivingy  and  drinjing  Piitol  out^ 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult  j  I'll  forfwear  keeping 
houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.  So  j  mur- 
ther,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  alas,  put  up  your  naked 
weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

DoL  I  pr'ythee,  Jack^  be  quiet,  tKe  rafcal  is  gone:  ah, 
you  whorfon,  little  valiant  villain  you  ! 

Hoft,  Are  you  not  hurt  i'  th'  groin  ?  methought  he  made 
a  flirewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Fal,  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  the  rafcal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt  him. 
Sir,  in  the  fhoulder. 

Fal,  A  rafcal  to  brave  me ! 

Dol,  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue  you !  alas,  poor  ape, 

how  thou  fweat'ft  !  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face  come 

on,  you  whorfon  chops  ah,  rogue,  I  Jove  thee— thou 

art  as  valorous  as  KeBor  of  Troy,  worth  five  of  Agamem'- 
not!  J  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  worthies :  a  vil- 
lain ! 

Fal,  A  rafcally  flave !  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Dol.  Do  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  dofl,  I'll 
canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. 
Enter  Mufick, 

Page,  The  mulick  is  come,  Sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play  ;  play.  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  knee,  Dol, 
A  rafcal,  bragging  Have!  the  rogue  fled  from  me  like 
quick-filver. 

Dot,  lYaith  and  thou  follow'dft  him  like  a  church  : 
thou  whorfon  little  tiny  Bartholomeiv  Boar-pig,  when  wilt 
thou  leave  fighting  on  days,  and  foining  on  nights,  and  be- 
gin to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  } 
S  C  E  N  E  XI. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins  difguis^d.^ 
FaU  Peace,  good  Doly  do  not  fpeak  like  a  death's  head  : 
do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 
DqL  Sirrah,  what  huqiouri*  the  Prince  of? 

c  Fah 
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Fal.  A  good  HialJow  young  fellow:  he  would  have  made 
a  good  pantler,  he  woul4  havechipp'd  bread  well. 

Dol,  They  fay  Poins  hath  a  good  wit. 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon,  his  wit  is  as 
thick  as  Teivk/hury  muftard ;  there  is  no  more  conceit  in 
him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 

FtrL  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs ;  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well,  and  eats  conger  and  fennel,  and  drinks 
off  candles  end  for  flap -dragons,  and  rides  the  wild  mare 
uith  the  boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint  ftools,  and  fwears 
\vith  a  good  grace,  and  wears  his  boot  very  fmooth  like 
unto  the  fign  of  the  leg,  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling 
of  difcreet  lloriesj  and  fuch  other  gambol  faculties  he  hath, 
that  fhew  a  weak  mind  and  an  able  body,  for  the  which 
the  Prince  admits  him  :  for  the  Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  an- 
other :  the  weight  of  an  hair  will  turn  the  fcales  between 
their  Anjerdupois. 

P.  Henry,  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his  ears 
Cat  off? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  whore* 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  withered  elder  hath  not  his  poll 
claw'dhkea  Parrot. 

Poins,  Is  it  not  ft  range  that  deflre  fliould  fo  many  years 
out-live  performance  ? 

Fal,  Kifsme,  Doh 

P.  Henry,  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjundlon  \ 
what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Poins,  And  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon  his  man  be 
not  clafping  too  his  mafter's  old  tables,  his  note-book,  his 
counfel-keeper  ? 

Fal,  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  buffes. 

Dol.  By  my  troth,  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conftant  hearts 

Fal,  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dol,  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy  young 
boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  ftuff  wilt  thou  have  a  kirtle  of  ?  I  fliall 
receive  mony  on  T^hurjday :  Thou  flialt  have  a  cap  to- 
morrow. A  merry  fong,  come :  it  grows  late,  we  will 
to  bed*   Thoa  wilt  forget  me  when  I  am  goae» 

DiU 
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D«/.  By  my  troth,  thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou 
fiy'ft  fo :  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handibm  'till  thy 
leturn  Well,  hearken  the  end. 

FaL  Some  fack,  Francis* 

P.  Henry,  Poins,   Anon,  anon,  Sir# 

FaL  Ha  !  a  baftard  fon  of  the  King's !  and  art  not  thou 
JPoins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful continents,  what  a 
life  doll  thou  lead  ? 

FaL  A  better  than  thou :  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou  art 
a  drawer. 

P.  Henry,  Very  true.  Sir :  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out 
hy  the  ears. 

Hofii,  Oh,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  Grace  !  Welcome- 
tp  London  !  Now  heav'n  blefs  that  fweet  face  of  thine  f 
what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  f 

Fal,  Thou  whorfon  mad  compound  of  majefty,  by  this 
lig^t  fielh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[Leaning  bis  band  upon  DoK 

Dol,  How  !  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Feins,  My  Lord,  h^e  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge, 
and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Henry,  You  whdrfon  candle-myne  you,  how  vilely 
^d  you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft,  vir-^ 
tuous,  civil  gentlewoman ! 

Hoji.  'Blefling  on  your  good  heart,  and  fo  ihe  is,  by  my 
troth. 

Fal,  Did  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Henry,  Yes  5  and  you  knew  me  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads^hilly  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back, 
and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal,  No,  no,  no,  not  fo }  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry,  I  /hall  drive  you  then  to  confefs  the  wilful 
abufe,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal,  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  my  honour,  no  abufe. 

P.  Henry,  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  pantler,  and; 
bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

Fal,  No  abufe,  HaU 

Foins,  Np  abufe  I 
•  Voi.V.  L  Fal. 
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Fal.  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world  ;  honed  Ned,  none. 
I  difprais'd  him  before  the  wicktd,  that  the  wicked  might 
not  fall  in  love  with  him  j  in  which  doing,  I  have  done 
the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  true  fubjeft,  and  thy  Ei- 
ther is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  ahiife,  Hal,  none, 
Ned^  none ;  no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Henry.  See  now  whether  pure  fear  and  entire  cow- 
ardife  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentlewo- 
man, to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  fhe  of  the  wicked?  is  thine 
holtefs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  ? 
or  honeft  Bardolph,  w  hofe  zeal  burns  in  his  nofe,  of  the 
wicked  ? 

Poirts,  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  an%er. 

FaL  The  fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardolph  irrecoverable, 
and  his  face  is  Lucifer  ^  privy -kitchen,  where  he  doth 
nothing  but  roaft  mault-worms:  for  the  boy,  there  is  a 
good  angel  about  him,  but  the  devil  out-bids  him  too. 

P.  Henry,  For  the  women  ? 

Fal,  For  one  of  them,  fhe  is  in  hell  already,  and  burns, 
poor  foul !  for  the  other,  1  owe  her  mony  j  and  whether  Ihc 
bedamnM  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Hojl,  No,  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not :  I  think  thou  art  quit 
for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon  thee, 
for  fufFering  flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to  the 
law,  for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt  howl. 

HoJl.  All  viftuallers  do  fo :  what  is  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  f 

P.  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman. 

DoL  What  fays  your  Grace  ? 

Fal.  His  grace  fays  that  which  his  flefh  yebcls  againil^. 

Hoji,  Who  knocks  i«  loud  at  door  ?  k)ok  to  the  door 
there,  Francis, 

SCENE    XIL    Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry,  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  King  your  father  is  at  fVeflminJierj^ 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  pofts 
Come  from  the  north ;  and  as  I  came  ajong, 
I  met  and  overtook  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-hsaded,  fwpating^  kno«kin§  at  the  tavcros; 
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And  afking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falflaff. 

P»  Henry,  By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame. 
So  idJy  to  profane  the  precious  time  j 
When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  ihc  South 
Born  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak :  Falftaffy  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Poins, 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the  night, 
and  we  mull:  hence,  and  leave  it  unpickt.  More  knocking 
at  the  door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ^ 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  court.  Sir,  prefently  :  a  dozen 
captains  rtay  at  door  for  you* 

Fal.  Pay  the  muficians.  Sirrah  :  farewel,  hoftefs,  fare- 
wel,  Do!,  You  fee,  my  good  wenches,  how  nnen  of  me- 
rit are  fought  after  ;  the  undeferver  may  fleep,  when  the 
man  of  a6\ion  is  calFd  on.  Farewel,  good  wenches  5  if  I 
be  not  fent  away  poiV,  I  will  fee  you  again,  ere  I  go. 

DoL  I  cannot  fpeak  ;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  burft 
 well,  fweet  jackj  have  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

Fal.  Farewel,  farewel !  \_Exit, 

Ho/},  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty  nine  years,  come  pefcod-time  j  but  an  honeiler  and 
truer- hearted  man  well,  fare  thee  well  1 

Bard,  Mrs,  "Tear-Jheet ! 

Hofi,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard,  Bid  Miltrefs  'Tear-jheet  come  to  my  mafter. 
i/^.  O  run,  Doly  run  5  run,  good  DoL  \E»eunt^ 

ACT   III.    SCENE  I. 
^^he  Palace  in  London. 
F^^nter  King  Henry  in  his  Night-gown,  luitb  a  Page, 
K.  Henry,  QO,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey  and  of  ^/er- 
ivick  : 

But  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-rcad  thefe  letters, 

^nd  wellconfider  of  them:  make  good  fpeed.  [Exit  Page. 

How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  fubjedts 

Are  at  this  hour  afleep  !  O  gentle  Sleep, 

Nature's  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye- lids  down, 

L  a  And 
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And  fteep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 

Why  rather.  Sleep,  ly'ft  thou  in  fmoaky  cribs, 

Upon  iineafie  pallets  ftretching  thee. 

And  huiht  with  buzzing  night*flies  to  thy  (lumber  i 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great. 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  ftate. 

And  luU'd  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vik 

In  loathfom  beds,  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  coudi 

A  watch-cafe  to  a  common  *Iarum-bell  *  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  ma  ft. 

Seal  up  the  fhip-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  furge  | 

And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  winds, 

W^ho  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

CurHng  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  tliem 

With  deafning  clamours  in  the  flip'ry  clouds. 

That  with  the  hurly,  death  it  felf  awakes  ? 

Canft  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  repofe 

To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude. 

And  in  the  calmeft  and  the  ftilleft  night. 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  then  happy  low  \  lye  down  ; 

Uneafie  lyes  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

SCENE  II.    Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey* 

War,  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majelly  ! 

K.  Henry,  Is  it  good-morrow.  Lords  ? 

War,  "Tis  one  o'clock,  and  paft. 

K.  Henry,  Why  then  good-morrow  to  you.   W«1I,  tny 
Lords : 

Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you  ? 
War,  We  have,  my  Liege. 

K.  Henry,  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  kingdom. 
How  foul  it  is  5  what  rank  difeafes  grow. 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

*  This  alludes  to  the  Watchman  fet  in  Garrifon-towns  upon  fome 
Eminence  attending  upon  an  Alarum-bell,  which  he  was  to  ring  out 
in  cafe  of  fire  or  any  approaching  danger.  He  had  a  Cafe  ox  Box 
to  flielter  him  from  Weather,  but  at  his  utmoft  peril  he  was  not  to 
Ikep  whilft  he  was  upon  duty.  Thefe  Alarum-bells  are  mentioned 
in  feveral  other  places  in  S/&<?*^cfltr. 
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War,  It  is  but  as  a  body  yet  diftemper'd. 
Which  to  his  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd. 
With  good  advice  and  little  medicine  ; 
My  Lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 

K.  Henry,  Oh  heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  book  of 
fate. 

And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent. 

Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,  melt  it  felf 

Into  the  fea  j  and,  other  times,  to  fee 

The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean ^ 

Too  wide  for  Neptune  s  hips  j  how  chances  mock 

And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

With  divers  liquors :  O,  if  this  were  feen. 

The  happieft  yovith  viewing  hisprogrefs  thiough, 

"What  perils  paft,  what  crofTes  to  enfue, 

Wou'd  Ihut  the  book,  and  iit  him  down  and  die. 

*Tis  not  ten  years  fmce  Richard  and  Northumberland' 

Did  feaft  together  j  and  in  two  years  after 

Were  they  at  wars.    It  is  but  eight  years  fince 

This  Fercy  was  the  man  neareft  my  foul, 

"Who  like  a  brother  toii'd  in  my  affairs, 

An4  kid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot  j 

Yea,  for  my  fake  ev'n  to  the  eyes  of  Richard 

Gave  him  defiance.    Which  of  you  was  by  ? 

(You,  coufin  Nc'vilj  as  I  may  remember,)  [Ta  Warwick, 

When  Richard  with  his  eye  brim-full  of  tears, 

Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland ^ 

Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  provM  a  prophecy  : 

Northumberland,  thou  ladder  by  the  uohich 

My  can  fin  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne  \ 

(Though  then,  heav'n  knows,  1  had  no  fuch  intent. 

But  that  neceflity  fo  bow'd  the  ftate. 

That  I  and  greatnefs  were  compelPd  to  kifs) 

the  time  Jhall  ccme,  (thus  did  he  follow  it,) 

fhe  time  lui/lcome  that  foul  Jin  gathering  head 

Shall  break  into  corruption  :  fo  went  on. 

Fore-telling  this  fame  time's  condition. 

And  the  divifiOA  gf  our  amity. 
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War*  There  is  a  hiftory  in  all  men's  lives^ 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceasM  ; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefie. 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  feeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lye  intreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  j 
And  by  the  neceflary  form  of  this. 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfe£l  guefs. 
That  great  Northumberland y  then  falfe  to  him, 
"Would  of  that  feed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs. 
Which  fhottld  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Henry,  Are  thefe  things  then,  my  Lord,  neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceflities ; 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us  : 
They  fay  the  Bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War,  It  cannot  be  : 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd,    PJeafe  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed.    Upon  my  life,  my  Lord, 
The  pow'rs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inllance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill. 
And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours  perforce  muft  add 
Untc  your  ficknefs. 

K«  Henry,  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  v/ars  once  out  of  hand. 
We  would,  dear  Lords,  unto  the  holy  land.       \ Exeunt^ 
SCENE  III, 
Jujiice  Shallow'^  Seat  in  Glouceflerfliire. 
Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  ivith  Mouldy,  Shadow,  Wart, 
Feeble,  and  Bulcalf, 

ShaU  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on  ;  give  me  your  hand. 
Sir  J  an  early  iHrrer,  by  the  rood.  And  how  doth  my  good 
coufin  Silence  ? 

^iU  Good  morrow,  gopd  tmixxi  Shallow* 

Shah 
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Sha!^  And  how  doth  my  coufin,  'your  bed-fellow  ;  and 
your  faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  f 

SiL  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

Shah  By  yea  and  nay.  Sir,  I  dare  fay  my  coufm  William 
is  become  a  good  fcholar  5  he  is  at  Oxford  flill,  is  he  not  ? 

SiL  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  coll. 

SbaL  He  muft  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  fhortly :  I  was 
once  of  Clement^  Inn  j  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of 
mad  Shallow  yet. 

SiL  You  were  call'd  lufty  Shallow  then,  coufin. 

Shal,  I  was  call'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done  any 
thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and  lit- 
tle John  Doit  of  Stafford/hire,  and  black  George  Bare,  and 
Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cotfwold  man,  you  had 
not  four  fuch  fwinge-bucklers  in  all  the  Inns  of  Court 
again  :  and  I  may  fay  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  Bona- 
roka^s  were,  and  had  the  beft  of  them  all  at  command- 
ment. Then  was  Jack  Faljiaffy  (now  Sir  John)  a  boy  and 
page  to  Thomas  Mowbray y  Duke  of  Norfolk, 

SiL  This  Sir  Johfjy  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
Soldiers  ? 

ShaL  The  fame  Sir  yohn,  the  very  fame  :  I  faw  him 
break  Schoggan's  head  at  the  court-gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack,  not  thus  high  ;  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did  fight 
with  one  SampfonStockfJh^  a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray\  Inn. 
Oh  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent !  and  to  fee  how  many 
of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead ! 

SiL  We  fliall  all  follow,  coufin. 

ShaL  Certain, 'tis  certain,  very  fure,  veryfure:  death 
(as  the  Pfalmiil  faith)  is  certain  to  all,  ail  fhall  die.  How 
a  good  yoke  of  Bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  ? 

SiL  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShaL  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
living  yet  ? 

SiL  Dead,  Sir. 

ShaL  Dead !  fee,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  bow :  and  dead  ? 
he  fhot  a  fine  fhoot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  and 
betted  much  money  on  his  head.  Dead  !  He  would  have 
clapt  in  the  clowt  at  twelve  fcore,  and  carried  you  a  fore- 
hand ihaft  at  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would 

have 
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ha  VP  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  fee.  How  a  fcore  of  ewfs 
now  ? 

•b//.  Thereafter  as  they  be :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may  be 
worth  ten  pounds. 

Sbal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  ? 

SCENE   IV.    -ff^/ffr  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Sil,  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falfiaf\  men,  as  I 
think. 

ShaL  Good-morrow,  honeft  gentlemen  ! 

Bard.  I  befcech  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shalloip  ? 

ShaU  I  am  Robert  ShalloiUy  Sir,  a  poor  Efqaire  of  this 
county,  one  of  the  King's  Juftices  of  the  peace  :  what  is 
your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  Sir,  commends  him  to  you  :  my 
captain  Sir  John  Falflaff \  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heav'n  \ 
and  a  moft  gallant  leadv^r. 

^hal.  He  greets  me  well :  Sir,  I  knew  him  a  good  back- 
fword  man.  How  doth  the  good  knight  ?  may  I  a/k  how 
my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon,  a  foldier  is  better  accommodated  than 
with  a  wife. 

Shal,  It  is  well  fa  id.  Sir ;  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed, 

too  :  better  accommodated  it  is  good,  yea,  indeed  is 

it }  good  phrafes  furely  are,  and  ever  were,  very  commen- 

fiable.    Accommodated  it  comes  of  Accommodo  j  very 

^ood,  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard,  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it  ?  by  this  day,  1  know  not  the  phrafe  :  but  I 
iviJl  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword  to  be  a  foldier-Iike 
word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  command.  Accom- 
modated, that  is,  when  a  man  is  as  they  fay,  accommo- 
dated J  or,  when  a  man  is,  being  whereby  he  may  be 
thought  to  be  accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 
SCENE   V.    Enter  F^lftaff. 

Shah  It  is  very  juft :  look,  here  comes  good  Sir  John, 
Give  me  your  hand,  give  me  your  worfhip's  good  hand  : 
trurt  me,  you  look  well,  and  bear  your  years  very  well. 
Welcome,  good  Sir  John  I 

Fal,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mailer  Robert 
Shallov} ;  Mato  Sure-card,  as  I  think  t  % 

Sbal. 
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ShaU  No,  Sir  John  j  it  is  my  coufin  Silence  5  in  com- 
miffion  with  me. 

Fal.  Good  mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  fliould  be 
of  the  peace. 

Sii  Your  good  wor/hlp  is  welcome. 

FaL  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  gentlemen  ;  have  you 
provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 

ShaL  Marry  have  we.  Sir  :  will  you  fit  ? 

Fal,  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 

Shal,  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the 
foil  B  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  :  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo  s 
yea,  marry.  Sir.  Ralph  Mouldy  :  let  them  appear  as  I 
call :  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo.  Let  me  fee,  where 
is  Mouldy  P 

MouL  Here,  if  it  plea fe  you. 

^1^^/.  What  think  you.  Sir  John?  a  good  limb'd  fel- 
low :  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

FaL  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  V 

MouL  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

FaL  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent  i'faith  I  Things  that 
are  mouldy  lack  ufe:  very  fingular  good.    Well  faid.  Sir 
^ohn,  very  well  faid. 
.  FaL  Prick  him. 

MouL  \  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 
liave  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now  for 
©ne  to  do  her  hufbandiy,  and  her  drudgery  ;  you  need  not 
to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  men  litter  to  go  out 
than  I. 

FaL  Go  to :  peace.  Mouldy ^  you  /hall  go.    Mouldy ^  it 
is  time  you  were  fpent. 
MouL  Spent  ? 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace :  ftand  afide  \  know  you 
where  you  are  ?  for  the  other.  Sir  John,  Let  me  fee :  5/- 
TRon  Shadow  f 

FaL  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under:  he's  like 
to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow  ? 

Shad.  Here,  Sir. 

Fah  Shadow,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 

Shad. 
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Shad.  My  mother's  fan,  Sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  Ton  !  like  enough  ;  and  thy  father** 
fliadow  ;  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fhadow  of  the  male: 
it  is  often  To  indeed,  but  not  of  the  father's  fubftance, 

Sbal,  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  yohn  ? 

FaL  Shadoiv  will  ferve  for  a  fummer  ;  prick  him  ;  fof 
we  have  a  number  of  fliadows  to  fill  up  the  mufter-boak* 

K>ha/.  Thomas  Wart  ! 

FaL  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  Sir, 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart  Yea,  Sir, 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  down.  Sir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous  5  for  his  apparel  is  built  tipoa 
his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  llands  upon  pins :  prick  hinj 
no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  Sir  j  you  can  do  it : 
J  commend  you  well.    Francis  Faebk  1 
Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 
FaL  What  trade  art  thou.  Feeble  f 
Feeble.  A  woman's  tailor.  Sir. 
Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him.  Sir  >^ 

FaL  You  may  :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor  he 
would  have  prick-'d  you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes 
in  an  enemy's  battel,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  woman's  petti- 
coat ? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir  5  you  Can  have 
more. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailou  5  well  faid,  cou- 
rageous Feeble  t  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful 
Dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  Moiife.  Prick  the  woman's 
tailor  well,  mafter  Shallow,  deep,  mafter  Shallow, 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone.  Sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou  might'ft 
mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put  him  to 
be  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo  many  thou- 
fands.    Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble, 

Feebls.  It  /hall  luffice. 
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Taf,  I  zm  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble,    Who  is  the 
next  ? 

SbaL  Peter  Bulcalf  of  the  green, 
Fal.  Yea,  marry,  Jet  us  fee  Bulcalf, 
Buh  Here,  Sir. 

FaU  Trull:  me,  a  likely  fellow.    Come  prick  me  JJa/- 
talf^  'till  he  roar  again. 

Bui,  Oh,  good  my  Lord  captain  ! 

Fah  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  thou  art  prickt  ? 

Bui,  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  man. 

Fal,  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bui,  A  whorfon  cold.  Sir  5  a  cough,  Sir,  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  King's  affairs,  upon  his  coro- 
nation day,  Sir. 

Fal,  Come,  thou  /halt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown :  we 
will  have  away  thy  cold,  and  I  will  take  fach  order  that 
thy  friends  fliall  ring  for  thee.    Is  here  all  ? 

^hal.  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number,  you 
muft  have  but  four  here.  Sir  \  and  io,  I  pray  you,  go  in 
with  me  to  dinner,  •« 

Fah  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth,  mafter 
^balloiu, 

i^bal,  O,  Sir  ^ohyi^  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  ali 
night  in  the  wind-mill  in  Saint  George^s  fields  ? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  mafter  Sballoiv,  no  more 
of  that. 

SBal,  Ha  !  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night' 
^ork  alive  ? 

Fal.  She  lives,  mafter  Shallow, 

Shal,  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Fal,  Never,  never :  flie  would  always  fay  ftie  could  not 
abide  mafter  Shallow, 

Shal.  By  the  mafs,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart :  (he 
was  then  a  Bona-roba,    Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well  ? 

Fal.  Old,  old,  mafter  Shallow, 

Shal.  Nay,  fhe  muft  be  old,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but  be 
Q]d  ;  certain  ihe's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night-work  by  old 
Ntgi't-workf  before  I  came  to  Chmsnf^,  Inn* 

Sil.  Tiiat's  fifty  five  ysars  agot 
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Sbal.  Hah,  coufin  Silence^  that  thou  hadft  feen  that,  that 
this  knight  and  1  have  feen  !  hah.  Sir  John^  faid  I  well  ? 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  mafter 
Shallow. 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith,  Sir  ^«/&«, 
we  have :  our  watch-word  was,  hem,  boys !  Come,  let's  to 
dinner  j  Oh  the  days  that  we  have  feen  !  come,  come. 

Bui,  Good  mafter  corporate  Bardolph,  lland  my  friend, 
and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  fhillings  in  French  crowns  for 
you :  in  very  truth.  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang*d.  Sir,  as 
go  5  and  yet  for  mine  own  part.  Sir,  1  do  not  care,  but  ra- 
ther becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and  for  mine  own  part  have  a 
defire  to  ftay  with  my  friends,  elfe.  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for 
mine  own  partfo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  Hand  afide. 

Moul.  And  good  mafter  corporal  captain,  for  my  old 
dame's  fake  lland  my  friend  :  ftie  hath  no  body  to  do  any 
thing  about  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  /he's  old  and  Cannot 
help  her  felf :  you  ftiail  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard,  Go  to  J  ftand  afide. 

Feeble,  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  once  ;  we  owe 
God  a  death.  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  mind  :  if  it  be  my 
deftiny,  fo.  If  it  be  not,  fo.  No  man  is  too  good  to  ferve 
his  Prince  j  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  die$ 
this  year  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

Feeble.  *Faith,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

Fal.  Come,  Sir,  which  men  ftiall  I  have  ? 

Sbal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you :  I  have  three  pound  to  free 
Mouldy  and  Bulcalf, 
Fal.  Go  to  :  well. 

Shal,  Come,  S'wjchny  which  four  will  you  have  ? 
FaL  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shal,  Marry  then.  Mouldy ,  Bulcalf,  Feeble  and  Shadow, 
Fal.  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf:   for  you.  Mouldy ,  ftay  at 
home  'till  you  are  paft  fervice,  and  for  your  part,  Bulcalf, 
grow  'till  you  come  unto  it  :  I  will  none  of  you. 

Shal,  Sir  John,  %itJobn,  do  not  your  felf  wro-ng,  they 

are 
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are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd  with 
the  beft. 

Fait  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallow,  how  to  chufe 
a  man  ?  care  I, for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  ftature,  bulk 
and  big  femblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  fpirit,  mafter 
Shallow,  Here's  Wart,  you  fee  what  a  ragged  appear- 
ance it  is :  he  /hall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you  with  the 
motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off  and  on,  fwifter 
than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this 
fame  half  facM  fellow  Shadow ,  give  me  this  man,  he  pre- 
fents  no  mark  to  the  enemy,  the  fo-man  may  with  as  great 
aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen-knife :  and,  for  a  retreat, 
how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble y  the  woman*s  tailor,  run  off! 

0  give  me  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones<^ 
Put  me  a  Gulliver  into  0^an\ hand,  Bardolph^ 

Bard.  Hold,  iVart^  traverfe:  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fak  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver:  fo,  very  well,  go 
to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O  give  me  always  a  little, 
lean,  old,  chopt,  bald  ihot.  Well  faid.  Wart,  thou  art  a 
good  fcab :  hold,  there's  a  tefter  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  rights 

1  remember  at  Mile- End-Green when  I  lay  at  Clement's 
Inn,  I  was  then  Sir  Dagenet  in  Arthur\  fliew,  there  was 
a  httle  quiver  fellow,  and  he  would  manage  you  his  piece 
thus  J  and  he  would  about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,^ 
and  come  you  in  :  rah,  tah,  tah,  would  he  fay  j  bounce, 
would  he  fay,  and  away  again  would  he  go,  and  again  would 
he  come:  1  /hall  never  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well.    JVIafter  Shallow,  God 
keep  you  j  farewel,  mafter  Silence.    I  will  not  ufe  many 
words  with  you  j  fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both  !  I  thanfe 
I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to  night.    Bardolphj  give  thC: 
fold  iers  coats. 

Skal.  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your  af* 
fsii?s,  and  fend  UiS  peace !  As  you  return,,  vifit  my  houfe». 
Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  peradvent^ire  I  will, 
with  you  to  the  Court* 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  rmf^et  Shallow, 
^hal »  Qo  to :  I  have  f£oke  at  a  word,.  Fare  you  well  ^ 
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Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen.  On,  Bardolphy  lead 
the  men  away.  As  I  return  I  will  fetch  off  thefe  Juftices : 
I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow,  How  fubje^l  wc 
old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying  !  this  fame  ftarv'd  Jultice 
hath  done  nothing  but  prated  to  me  of  the  wildnefsof  his 
youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about  Turnbal-fireet ;  and 
every  third  word  a  lie,  more  duly  paid  to  the  hearer  than 
the  T^urk'^  tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clement'^  Inn, 
like  a  man  made  after  fupper  of  a  cheefe  paring.  When 
he  was  naked  he  was  for  all  the  world  like  a  forked  radifh, 
with  a  head  fantaftically  carv'd  upon  it  with  a  knife.  He 
was  fo  forlorn,  that  his  dimenfions  to  any  thick  fight  were 
invifible.  He  was  the  very  Genius  oi  famine,  yet  leache- 
rous  as  a  Monkey,  and  the  whores  calPd  him  Mandrake  : 
he  came  ever  in  the  rereward  of  the  fafhion  ;  and  fung  thofe 
tunes  totheover-fcutcht  hufwives  that  he  heard  the  carmen 
whiftle,  and  fware  they  were  his  Fancies,  or  his  Good- 
nights.  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  become  a  'Squire, 
and  talks  as  familiarly  of  yohn  of  Gaunt  as  if  he  had  been 
fworn  brother  to*him  :  and  I'll  be  fworn  he  never  faw  him 
but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  broke  his  head  for 
crouding  among  the  Marfhal's  men.  I  faw  it,  and  told 
yohnot  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  name,  for  you  might  have 
trufs'd  him  and  all  his  apparel  into  an  Eel-skin :  the  cafe 
of  a  treble  hoboy  was  a  manfion  for  him  ;  and  now  hath 
he  land  and  beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if 
I  return  5  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will  make  him  a  phi- 
lofopher's  two  ftones  to  me.  If  the  young  Dace  be  a  bait 
for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  reafon  in  the  law  of  nature  but 
I  may  fnap  at  him.    Let  time  ihape,  and  there's  an  end, 

[Exeufft, 

A  C  T  IV.   S  C  E  N  E  I. 

^  Eoreji  in  Yorkfhire. 
M^ter  the  Archbijhop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Haftings,  end 
Cblevile. 

YorLyjiT  H  AT  is  this  foreft  call'd  ? 

Maft,  'TkGaitltree  foYt^, 
York,  Here  ftand,  my  Lords,  and  fend  difcOVCfCrs  forth. 
To  know  tke  numbers  of  our  enemies* 
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Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already, 

York,  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends  and  bretbj-en  in  thefe  great  affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  received 
New -dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  Intent,  tenour  and  fubftance  thus : 
Here  he  doth  wilh  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  ;  whereupon 
Heisretir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 
That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  haicard 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 

Moivb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground^ 
.  And  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Haft.  Now,  what  newe  ? 

Mejf,  Weft  of  this  foreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile^^ 
Jn  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy  : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand, 

Moivb »  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  Ottt» 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

SCENE  II.    Enter  ^z^mcrUnA, 

York,  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Motvb,  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Wejlmorland, 

Weji,  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  General, 
The  Prince,  Lord  Jobn^  and  Duke  of  Lancajier  ! 

York,  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland,  in  peace  i 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

Weft.  Then,  my  Lord, 
Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.    If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abjedl  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage. 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys  and  beggary  j 
J  fay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appearM 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  (hape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  Lords, 
Had  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 

M  »  Of 
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Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurreflion 

With  your  fair  honours.    You,  my  Lord  Archbijhop, 

Whofe  See  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained, 

Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touched, 

"Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd> 

Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence. 

The  Dove  and  very  blelTed  Spirit  of  peace  j 

Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf> 

Out  of  thefpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace, 

Into  the  harlh  and  boift'rous  tongue  of  war  ? 

Turning  your  books  to  glaives,  your  ink  to  blood. 

Your  pens  to  lances,  and  your  tongue  divine 

To  a  loud  trumpet  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

Tork,  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  the  queftion  ftands. 
Briefly  to  this  end :  we  are  all  difeas'd, 
And  with  our  furfciting  and  wanton  hours. 
Have  brought  our  felves into  a  burning  fever. 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  King  Richard  being  infeded,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moft  noble  Lord  of  PVeJlmorlandy 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician  : 
Nor  do  I  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men  : 
But  rather  fliew  a  while  like  fearful  war. 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs, 
And  purge  th*  obftruftions  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.    Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weighM 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fuffer> 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  ftream  of  time  doth  run. 
And  are  inforc'd  from  our  moil  quiet  fphere. 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  j 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs. 
When  time  (hall  ferve,  to  fhew  in  articles  ; 
Which  long  ere  this  we  offered  to  the  King, 
And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience. 
When  we  are  wrongM  and  would  unfold  our  griefs. 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon, 
£v'n  by  thofe  men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong* 
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The  danger  of  the  day's  but  newly  gone, 
Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet-appearing  blood  5  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  inftance,  prefent  now. 
Have  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it. 
But  to  eftablifli  here  a  peace  indeed. 

Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality,  i 

Weji,  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 
What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you. 
That  you  ihould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  feal  divine  ? 

Turk.  My  brother  General,  the  commonwealth 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular* 

Weji,  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs  j 
Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Moivb,  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before. 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  timca 
To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

PVeJi,  O  my  good  Lord  Mcnvhnay, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  ncceflities. 
And  you  /hall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Or  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  time. 
That  you  fliouldhave  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.    Were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  feigniories. 
Your  noble  and  right-well-remember'd  father  ? 

Mcnvb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loil 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd  and  breathM  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'dhim,  as  the  ftate  flood  then, 
Wasforc'd,  perforce compell'd  to  banifh  him. 
And  then,  when  Henry  Bplingbroke  and  he 
Being  mounted  and  both  rowfed  in  their  feats. 
Their  neighing  courfers  daring  of  the  fpur, 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down, 

M  3  Their 
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Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  Aecl, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together  5 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaH 
My  father  from  the  brealt  of  Bolingbroke ; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  warder  down. 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftaflF  he  threw  5 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf,  and  all  their  lives. 
That  by  indidtment  or  by  dint  of  fword 
Have  fmce  rtiifcarried  under  Bolingbroke » 

Weft,  You  fpeak.  Lord  Moivbray^  now,  you  know  not 
what. 

The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 

In  England  the  moft  valiant  gentleman. 

Who  knows  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ^ 

But  if  your  father  had  been  vi(5lor  there. 

He  ne'er  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry y 

For  all  the  country  in  a  general  voice 

Cry'd  hate  upon  him  5  all  their  prayers  and  love 

"Were  fet  on  Hereford^  whom  they  doted  on. 

And  bleis'd  and  gracM  indeed  more  than  the  King* 

But  this  is  meer  digreffion  from  my  purpofe. 

Here  come  I  from  our  princely  Genera), 

To  know  your  griefs  j  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 

That  he  will  give  you  audience ;  and  wherein 

It  ihall  appear  that  your  demands  are  jult. 

You  fhall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  fet  off 

That  might  fo  much  as  mark  you  enemies. 

Moivb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer, 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

JVeft,  Moivbray,  you  over- ween  to  take  it  fos 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear. 
For  lo  !  within  a  ken  our  army  lyes ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battel  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours. 
Our  men  more  perfed  in  the  ufe  of  arms. 
Our  armour  alias  flrong,ourcaufe  the  befl ; 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  fliould  be  as  good. 
Say  you  not  then  our  offer  iscompeJl'd. 

Motv^*  Well;  by  my  will  W6  lli^ii  admit  ijo  parley. 

ire  ft. 
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Wefi,  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence  ; 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  John  3.  full  commiflion. 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear  and  abfolntely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fliall  ftand  upon  ? 

fFeft.  That  is  intended  in  the  General's  name  i 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  queftion. 

Tork.  Then  take,  my  Lord  of  PFeftmorland,  this  fchedufe^ 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd. 
All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  here  and  hence^ 
That  are  infinewed  into  this  adtion. 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantial  form  5 
And  prefent  executions  of  our  wills. 
To  us,  and  to  our  properties  confirmM  j 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again. 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Pf^eft»  This  will  I  fiiew  the  General.  PIeafeyou3^Lord£, 
In  fight  of  both  our  battels,  we  may  meet  5 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heav'n  fo  frame ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Tork.  My  Lord,  we  will  do  fo.  [Exh  Weft, 

SCENE  in. 

Mcwb,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 

Baft,  Fear  you  not  that  j  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms  and  fo  abfolute. 
As  our  conditions  ihall  infift  upon. 
Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountainso 

Mo^b,  Ay,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch. 
That  ev'ry  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe, 
Yea,  ev'ry  idle,  nice  and  wanton  reafon. 
Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  adion  : 
That,  were  our  loyal  faiths  martyrs  in  love; 
We  fhall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind. 
That  ev'n  our  corn  fhall feem  as  light  as  chaff, 
Ajid  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Tork,  No,  no,  my  Lord,  note  thi«  j  the  King  is  weary 
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Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances : 

For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 

Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 

And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean. 

And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 

That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 

To  new  remembrance.    For  full  well  he  knows. 

He  cannot  fo  precifcly  weed  this  land, 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion  : 

His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends. 

That  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy 

He  doth  unfaften  fo  and  fhake  a  friend. 

So  that  this  land,  like  an  ofFenfive  wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes. 

As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  infant  up. 

And  hangs  relblv'd  correftion  in  the  arm 

That  was  uprearM  to  execution. 

Hafi.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaftifement : 
So  that  his  pow'r,  like  to  a  fanglefs  Lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Tork»  'Tis  very  true : 
And  therefore  be  afTur'd,  my  good  Lord  Mar/hal, 
If  we  dp  now  make  our  atonement  well. 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united. 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowk  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  returned  my  Lord  of  JVeJlmorland, 
Enter  Weftmorland. 

TFeft,  The  Prince  is  here  at  hand :  pleafeth  yourLordihip 
To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  armies  ? 

Motub*  Your  Grace  of  Tork,  in  God's  name  then  fet  for- 
ward. 

Tcrk»  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace ;  my  Lord,  we  come# 
SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancafter. 
Jjdii,  YouVe  well  encountered  here,my  coufin  Mowbray  j 
Good  day  to  you,  my  gentle  Lord  Archbiihop, 
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And  To  to  you,  Lord  Haftings,  and  to  all ! 

My  Lord  of  Tork,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you. 

When  that  your  flock  aflembled  by  the  bell 

Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 

Your  expofition  on  the  holy  text  9 

Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man. 

Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum. 

Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 

And  ripens  in  the  fun-ihine  of  his  favour. 

Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  King, 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  fhadow  of  fuch  greatnci's  ?  With  you.  Lord  Bliliop, 

It  is  ev'n  fo.    Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken. 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  heav'n  ? 

To  us,  the  fpeakerin  his  parliament  3 

To  us,  th'  imagin'd  voice  of  heav'n  it  felf  5 

The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer 

Between  the  grace,  the  fandlities  of  heav'n. 

And  our  dull  workings.    O,  who  lhall  believe 

But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  place. 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heav'n. 

As  a  falfe  favourite  doth  his  Prince's  name. 

In  deeds  difhon'rable  ?  you've  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 

The  fubjedls  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father  ; 

And  both  again  ft  the  peace  of  heav'n  and  him 

Have  here  up-fwarm'd  them. 

Tork.  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancajler, 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace  : 
But,  as  I  told  my  Lord  of  Weftmorlandy 
The  time  mif-order'd  doth  in  common  fenfe 
Crowd  us  and  crufh  us  to  this  monftrous  form. 
To  hold  our  fafety  up.    I  fent  your  Grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief. 
The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  Court ; 
Whereon  this  Hydra -{on  of  war  is  born, 
Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep 
With  grant  of  our  moft  juft  and  right  defire  j 
And  true  obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd, 

Steop 
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Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Majefty. 

Mowb.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haji,  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 
We  have  fupplies  to  fecond  our  attempt : 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fliall  fecond  them. 
And  fo  *  fuccefs  of  mifchief  lhali  be  born. 
And  heir  from  heir  ftiall  hold  this  quarrel  up. 
While  England  fhall  have  generation. 

Lan.  You  are  too  fliallow,  Hajiings^  much  too  fhallow. 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

JVeft,  Pieafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  direftly, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan,  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purpofcs  have  been  miftook. 
And  fome  about  him  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrefted  his  meaning  and  authority. 
My  Lord,  thefe  griefs  fhall  be  with  fpeed  redrefl ; 
Upon  my  life,  they  fhall.    If  this  may  pleafc  you, 
Difcharge  your  pow'rsunto  their  feveral  counties, 
As  we  will  ours ;  and  here  between  the  armies 
Let*s  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home. 
Of  our  reftored  love  and  amity. 

Tork,  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  rcdrefles. 

Lan,  I  give  it  you  j  and  will  maintain  my  word^ 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace. 

Haft,  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace;  let  them  have  pay,  and  parti 
1  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them.    Hie  thee,  captain. 

[Exit  Colevilc. 

York,  To  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Weftmorland. 

Weft,  I  pledge  your  Grace ;  and  if  you  knew  what  pains 
I  have  beftowM,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace, 
You  would  drink  freely  ;  but  my  love  to  ye 
Shall  fhew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

York,  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft,  I  am  glad  of  it. 

•        here  is  to  be  underAood  in  the  fame  (enfe  as  Succtj/iett, 

Health 
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Health  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  coufin  Moivhray! 

Mowh*  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafoiy 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  ill. 

Tork,  Againft  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry. 
But  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Pf^eji.  Therefore  be  merry,  Coz,  fmce  fudden  fcrrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus.  Some  good  thing  comes  to-morroiv, 

Tork.  Believe  me,  I  am  pafling  light  in  fpirit, 

Moivb,  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Shoutu 

Lan,  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered ;  hark  !  they  /hout* 

Mowbt  This  had  been  chearful  after  victory. 

Tork,  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquefl:  5 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd,  . 
And  neither  party  lofer, 

Lan,  Go,  my  Lord, 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too*  [Exit  WoA. 

And,  good  my  Lord,  fopleafeyou,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  fliould  have  cop'd  withal. 

Tork,  Go,  good  Lord  Hajiings  : 
And  ere  they  be  difmifsM,  let  them  march  by.  [Exit  Haft. 

Lan.  I  truft.  Lords,  wefhall  lye  to-night  together. 
SCENE   V.    Enter  Weftmorland. 
Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftill  ? 

JVeJi,  The  leaders  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand. 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

Lan,  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Haftings. 

Hafl,  My  Lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already  : 
Like  youthful  Steers  unyoakM,  they  took  their  courfe 
iEaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  :  or  like  a  fchool  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home  and  fporting- place. 

JVeft,  Good  tidings,  my  Lord  Haftings  j  for  the  whick 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafon  : 
And  you.  Lord  Archbiftiop,  and  you.  Lord  Mowbray, 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowh,  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 

Wefi.  Is  your  affembly  fo  ? 

TQvk,  WiJ]  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 
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Lan.  I  pawnM  you  none : 
I  promisM  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain  5  which,,  by  mine  honour^' 
I  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriltian  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion  and  fuch  afts  as  yours. 
Moft  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence. 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhiy  fent  hence* 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatterM  ftray, 
JHeav'n  and  not  we  have  fafeJy  fought  to-day. 
Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death, 
Treafon's  true  bed  and  yieider  up  of  breath,  \Exemt. 

[^/arm,  Excurfion%^ 
SCENE    VL    J?;7.V;'Famaff  ^K^Colevile. 

FaL  What's  your  name,  Sir?  of  what  condition  are 
you  ?  ana  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cok,  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir :  and  my  name  is  Colevik  of 
the  dale. 

Fal,  Well  then,  Cokvile  is  your  name,  a  Knight  is  your 
degree,  and  your  place,  the  dale.  Cok'vile  fliall  ftill  be 
your  name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your 
place,  a  place  deep  enough  :  fo  fhall  you  ftill  be  Colevile  of 
the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Fatfiaff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  rnan  as  he.  Sir,  who  e'er  I  am  :  do  ye 
yield.  Sir,  or  ffiaJl  I  fvveat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat,  they  are 
the  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  tkey  weep  for  thy  death  5 
therefore  rowze  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do  obfervanee  to 
my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  you  are  Sir-  Ji/bn  Faljlaf)  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of 
mine,  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other  word 
but  my  name  :  an  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indifferency,  I 
were  fimply  the  moll^aftive  fellow  in  Europe  :  my  womb, 
my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me.  Here  comes  our  GeneraL 

Enter  Prince  Johno/"  Lancafter,  and  Weftmorland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  pafb,  follow  no  farther  now. 
Call  in  the  pow'rs,  good  coufm  Wefimorland.  \Exit  We  lit 
Now^  Faljiaff^  wlxcie  have  you  been  ail  thi?  v/hile  I  ■ 
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WhRn  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  gallows*  back. 

Fal,  I  would  be  foiry,  my  Lord,  but  it  fiiould  b?  thus ; 
1  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of 
valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow>  or  a  bullet  ? 
have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedition  of 
thought  ?  I  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extreameft  inch  of 
poflibility.  I  have  founder'd  ninefcore  and  odd  pofts  :  and 
here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have  in  my  pure  and  imma- 
culate valour  taken  Sir  J^o/^w  CoU'vUe  of  the  dale,  a  moft  fu- 
rious Knight  and  valorous  enemy  :  but  what  of  that  ?  he 
faw  me  and  yielded  j  that  I  may  juftly  fay  with  the  hook- 
nos'd  fellow  of  Rome,  I  came,  faw,  and  overcame. 

Lan,  It  was  more  of  his  courtefie  than  your  deferving, 

FaL  I  know  not ;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him  j 
and  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reil  of 
this  day's  deeds  j  or  by  the  Lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a  parti-* 
cular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top  of  it, 
Co/tff /7(f  kifling  my  foot :  to  the  which  courfe  if  I  be  enforc'd| 
if  you  do  not  all  fhew  like  gilt  two-pences  to  me  ;  and  I  ia 
the  clear  Iky  of  fame,  o'erfliine  you  as  much  as  the  full 
Moon  doth  the  cynders  of  the  element,  which  (hew  like 
pins  heads  to  her  5  believe  not  the  word  of  the  noble. 
Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan,  Thine*s  too  heavy  to  mounts 

Fah  Let  it  fhine  then. 

Lan,  Tliine's  too  thick  to  {hine. 

FaU  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  Lord,  that  may  do 
me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan,  Is  thy  name  Cdcnjiic  P 

Cole,  Jt  is,  my  Lord. 

Lan,  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colcvile, 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  fubjetl  took  him* 

Cole,  I  am,  my  Lord,  but  as  my  betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither  ;  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me. 
You  fliould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have, 

Fal,  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves  ;  bat  thou, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thy  felf  T^wd^y  gratis  j  and  I  thank 
thee,  for  thee. 

Vot.V.  N  SCENE 
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SCENE    VH.     Enur  WeftuiorJand. 
han*  Now  have  you  lefc  purfuit  ? 
Wefi,  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  ftay'd. 
han.  Send  Colenjiie  then  with  his  confederates 
To  Tork,  to  prefent  execution. 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence,  and  fe«  you  guard  him  fure. 

[Ex, -with  Colevile^ 
'And  now  difpatch  we  towVd  the  Court,  my  Lords  j 
I  hear  the  King,  my  father,  is  fore  fick  : 
Our  news  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  Majefly, 
Which,  coufin,  you  fhall  bear  to  comfort  him  1 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

FaL  My  Lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Gh^fterpire  5  and  when  you  come  to  Court,  *pray, 
Itand  in  your  good  report,  my  Lord. 

Lan,  Fare  you  well,  Falftaff  j  I,  in  my  condition. 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  defer ve.  [Exit, 
Fal.  I  would  you  had  but  the  wit  5  'twere  better  than 
your  dukedom.  Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fober-blooded 
toy  doth  not  love  me  5  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh  | 
but  that's  r.o  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.    There's  never 
any  of  thefe  demure  boys  come  to  any  proof  5  for  thin  drink 
doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood,  and  making  many  fifh-meals, 
that  they  fall  into  a  kind  of  male  green-ficknefs  j  and  then 
when  they  marry, they  get  wenches.  They  are  generally  fools 
and  cowards  ;  which  fome  of  us  fhould  be  too,  but  for  in- 
flammation.   A  good  Sherris-fack  hath  a  two-fold  opera- 
tion  in  It  j  it  alcendsme  into  the  brain,  dries  me  there  all 
the  foolifh,  dull  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ  it  j  makes 
itapprehenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery  and 
deledlabie  fhapcs  5  which  deliver'd  o'er  to  the  voice,  in  the 
tongue,  which  is  the  birth,  become  excellent  wit.  The 
fecond  property  of  your  excellent  Sherris,  is  the  warming  of 
the  blood  ;  which  before  cold  and  fettled,  left  the  liver 
white  and  pale  ;  which  is  the  badge  of  pufillanimity  and 
cowardife  j  but  the  Sherris  warms  it,  and  makes  it  courfe 
from  the  inwards,  to  the  parts  extreme  j  itilluminateth  the 
face,  which,  as  a  beacon,  gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of 
this  little  kingdom,  Man,  to  arm  ;  and  then  the  vital  com'* 
»ioncrs  and  inland  petty  Ipirits  muiier  me  aJJ  to  their  cap- 
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tain,  the  heart ;  who,  great,  and  puft  up  with  this  retinue, 
<ioth  any  deed  of  courage  j  and  this  valour  comes  of  Sherris. 
So  that  /kill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  without  Sack,  for 
that  fets  it  a-work  ;  and  learning  a  meer  hoard  of  gold  kept 
by  a  devil,  'till  fack  commences  it,  and  fets  it  in  a6\  and 
life.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant  j  for 
the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he 
hath,  like  lean,  fteril  and  bare  land,  ipanured,  hu/baiided, 
and  tiird,  with  excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good  and 
good  ftore  of  fertile  Sherris,  that  he  is  become  very  hot  and 
valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand  fons,  the  firft  humane  princi- 
ple I  wo^ld  teach  them  fhould  be  to  forfwear  thin  potations, 
and  to  addidl  themfelves  to  fack. 

Enter  Bardolph, 
How  now,  Bardolph  f 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

"FaL  Let  them  go  ;  I'll  through  Glo'fierpire^  and  there 
will  I  vifitmafter  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire :  I  have  him  al- 
ready tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and 
Ihortly  will  I  feal  with  him.    Come  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIII.     The  Palace  at  Weftminfter. 
Enttr  Khg  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  Lords,  itheav'n  doth  give  fuccefsful  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  ars  fandlify'd. 
Our  navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  power  colleded. 
Our  fubftitutes  in  abfence  v/ell  invefted. 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wifh  : 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  fl:rength. 
And  paufe  us,  'till  thefe  rebels,  now  a-foot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoak  of  government. 

JVar,  Both  which  we  doubt  not  but  your  Majei!y 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Henry,  Humphry,  my  fon  of  Gloucejler, 
Where  is  the  Prince  your  brother  ? 

Glou.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  Lord,  at  JVindfor» 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Clou*  I  do  not  know^  my  Lord, 

N  2  K.  Hen^y* 
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K,  Henry.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  witii 
him  ? 

GIou»  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  is  in  prcfence  here. 

Cla.  What  would  my  Lord  and  father  ? 

K.  Henry,  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  IFhomai  of  Clarence^ 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince  thy  brother  ? 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  negledl  him,  Thomas  j 
Thou  halt  a  betier  place  in  his  affeftion 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :  cherifh  it,  my  boy, 
And  noble  offices  thou  may 'ft  effe^ 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren. 
Therefore  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love. 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 
By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will, 
Por  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd  : 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity  : 
Yet  notwithftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint, 
A.S  humourous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day  *. 
His  temper  therefore  mull:  be  well  obfervM  s 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth  J  ^ 
But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope, 
'Till  that  his  paflions,  like  a  Whale  on  ground, 
Confound  themfeives  with  working.  Learn  this,  Thomas, 
-And  thou  /halt  prove  a  Ihelter  to  thy  friends  j 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in. 
That  the  united  veflel  of  their  blood. 
Mingled  with  venom  of  fuggeftion, 
(As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in) 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  Aconitumy  or  ralh  gun-powder. 

eta,  I  fliall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

♦  Alluding  to  the  opinion  of  fome  Philofophers  that  the  Vapours 
being  congealed  in  the  Air  by  Cold  (which  is  nioft  intenf towa'^ds 
the  morning)  and  being  afterwards  rarefied  and  let  loofe  by  the 
warmth  of  the  Sun,  octafion  ihofc  fudden  iinpetupus  gufts  pf  wind 
wl^ich  arc  caii'd  I' laws, 

K.  Henry. 


• 
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K.  Henry,  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfir  with  him* 
Thomas  ? 

Cla.  He  is  not  there  to-day  ;  he  dines  in  London, 
K.  Henry,  And  how  accompanied  ?  can'ft  thou  teJl  that  ? 
Cla,  With  Po!r«5,  and  other  his  continual  followers, 
K.  Henry,  Moft  fubjedl  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds: 

And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 

Is  over-fpread  with  them  ;  therefore  my  grief 

Stretches  it  felf  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 

The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fhape 

In  forms  imaginary  th'  unguided  days 

And  rotten  times  that  you  fhalJ  look  upon. 

When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 

For  when  his  head-rtrong  riot  hath  no  curb. 

When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellors. 

When  means  and  lavifh  manners  meet  together. 

Oh,  with  what  wiugs  lhall  his  affection  fly 

Tow'rds  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay  ! 

War,  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite? 

The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 

Like  a  Itrange  tongue;  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 

'Tis  needful  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 

Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd  5  which  once  attained. 

Your  Highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe. 

But  to  be  known  and  hated.    So,  like  grofs  terms. 

The  Prince  will  in  the  perfedi  nefs  of  time  / 

Caft  off  his  followers  ;  and  their  memory 

Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live. 

By  which  his  Grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others; 

Turning  pa  ft  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry,  *Tis  feldom,when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  comb 

In  the  dead  carrion.  W  ho's  here  ?  Weflmorland  f 

SCENE   IX.    Enter  Wefim.  rland. 
Wejl.  He;  Ith  to  my  Sovereign,  and  new  happinefs 

Added  to  that,  which  1  am  to  deliver ! 

Prince  John^  your  fon,  doih  kifs  your  Grace's  hand : 

Moivhray,  the  Blflio^  Scroojf,  HaftingSy  2fnd  all, 

Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  ; 

There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unflieathM, 

But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  ev'ry  where, 

N  3  The 
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The  manner  how  this  a£lion  hath  been  born. 
Here  at  more  leiiure  may  your  Highnefi  read, 
^  ith  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  O  Wejimorlandy  thou  art  a  fummer  birdj 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 
Lock,  here's  more  news. 

liar.  From  enemies  heav'n  keep  ycur  Majcf^y  • 
And  when  they  ftand  againll  you  may  they  fail 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of  ! 
The  Earl  Nortbumberlandy  and  the  Lord  Bardol^h, 
With  a  great  pow*r  of  Englijb  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  Sh*rifF  of  Torkjhire  overihrown  : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large, 

K.  Henry,  And  wherefore  ihculd  thefe  good  news  msko 
me  lick  ? 

Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  foulcft  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food  5 
Such  are  the  poor  in  health  5  or  elfe  a  feafl. 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach  5  fuch  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance  aJid  enjoy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news^ 
And  now  my  fight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy « 
Q  me,  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

Glou»  Comfort  your  Majefty  ! 

Cla»  Oh,  my  royal  father  ! 

JVeJl,  My  fovereign  Lord,  chear  up  your  felf,.  look  up» 

War,  Be  patient.  Princes  ^  you  do  know  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  Highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  bim,  give  him  air  :  heMl  ftrait  be  well. 

Cla,  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs  j 
Th'  inceflant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure  that  ihouid  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  hfe  looks  through,  and  will  break  outr 

Ghu.  The  people  fear  it ;  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfathered  heirs  and  loathly  births  of  nature  : 
The  feafons  change  their  maajieis,  as  the  year 
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Had  found  fome  months  afleep,  and  leapM  them  over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  betv/een  5 
And  the  old  folic  (time's  doting  chronicles) 
Say  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  Grandfire  Edward  lick'd  and  dyM. 

ff^ar.  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 

C^ou,'  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber :  foftly,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends, 
Unlefs  fome  flow  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufick  to  my  weary  fpirlt. 

J^Far.  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much, 

If^ar.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Prince  Henry. 

V*  Henry,  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence? 

Cla,  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

P.  Henry,  How  now !  rain  within  doors,  and  none  abroad  ? 
How  doth  the  King  ? 

Glou.  Exceeding  ill. 

P,  H:nry,  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glou,  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Henry.  If  he  be  fick  with  joy. 
He'll  recover  without  phyfick. 

IF f?r.  Not  fo  much  noife;,  my  Lords  5  fweet  Prince^ 
fpeak  low  j 
The  King,  your  father,  is  difpos'd  to  jfleep, 

Cla,  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

JVar.  Will't  pleafe  your  Grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

F«  Henry,  No  5  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here  by  the  King. 

^Exeunt  all  but  F,  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lye  there  upon  his  pillow. 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed- fellow  ? 
O  polifh'd  perturbation  !  golden  cafe  ! 
That  keep'ft  the  ports  of  flumber  open  wide 

To  many  a  watchful  night :  he  fleeps  with't  now. 

Yet  hot  fo  found,  ai^d  half  fo  deeply  fweet. 

As 
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As  he  whofe  brow  with  homely  biggen  bound 
"Snoresoutthe  watch  of  night.— O  Majefty  ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  deft  lit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day^ 
That  fcalds  with  fafety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lyes  a  downy  feather  which  ftirs  not : 
Bid  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce  muft  move.    My  gracious  Lord !  my  father  \ 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed ;  this  is  a  fleep. 
That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorced 
So  many  EngUfh  Kings.    Thy  due  from  me 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood. 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown. 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood. 
Derives  it  felf  to  me,    Lo,  here  it  fits. 
Which  heav'n  fhall  guard  i  and  put  the  world's  whole 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  /hall  not  force  (flrength 
This  lineal  honour  from  me.    This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  *tis  left  to  me.  [Exit 4 

SCENE  XI. 
Enter  Warwick,  Gloucefter,  and  Clarence. 
K..  Henry,  Warrwick!  Gloucejler!  Clarence! 
Cla.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War»  What  would  your  Majefty  ?  how  fares  your  Grace  ? 
K.  Henry,  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  Lords  ? 
Cla,  We  left  the  Prince  my  brother  here,  my  Liege, 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 
K.  Henry,  The  Prince  of  Wales  !  where  is  he  ?  let  me 
fee  him. 

War,  The  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 
Glcu,  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we  ftayV, 
K.  Henry,  Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from  my 
pillow  ? 

War,  When  we  withdrew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K*  Henry,  The  Prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence  j  go  feek  him 
Js  he  fo  haliiy,  that  he  doth  fuppofe  (out. 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  find  him,  my  Lord  of  Warwick, 
-And  chide  him  hither  llrait  j  this  part  of  his 

Conjoins 
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Conjoins  with  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  fens,  what  things  you  are  !  how  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  gold  becomes  her  objedl! 
For  this,  the  foolilh  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thought,  their  brains  with  care. 
Their  bones  with  induftry :  for  this  engrofsM 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold  : 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inveft 
Their  fons  with  arts  and  martial  exercifes : 
When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  evVy  FlowV, 
Our  thighs  all  packt  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey. 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive,  and  like  the  Bees 
'Are  murder'd  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  tafte 
Yield  his  engvolTments  to  the  dying  father. 

Enter  Warwick. 
Now  where  is  he,  that  will  not  ftay  fo  long, 
'Till  his  friend,  Sicknefs,  hath  determined  me  ? 

War.  My  Lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  room, 
Wafhing  with  icindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks. 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  forrow, 
That  'JytdiTinyy  which  never  quafFt  but  blood, 
Would  by  b^liolaing  him  have  walh'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither, 

K.  Henry.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 
IiO,  where  he  comes.    Come  hither  to  me,  H^rry^ 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.      [^Exc  Lords* 
P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 
K.  Henry,  Thy  wifh  was  father,  Harry ^  to  that  thought ; 
I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee, 

Doft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 

That  thou  wilt  needs  invell  thee  with  my  honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth  ! 

Thou  feek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 

Stay  but  a  little  ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 

Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind. 

That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;  my  day  is  dim. 

Thou  haft  ftoFn  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 

Were  thine  without  offence  j  and  at  my  death 

Thou  haft  feai'd  pp  my  escpe^^tiou  ; 
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Thy  life  did  manifeft  thou  lov'dft  me  not. 

And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  aflur'd  of  it» 

Thou  hid* ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts^ 

Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 

To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 

What !  can'ft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 

Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thy  fe!f. 

And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thy  ear 

That  thou  ai  t  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 

Let  all  the  tears  that  fhould  bedew  my  herfe 

Be  drops  of  balm  to  fandlify  thy  head  ; 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft. 

Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees : 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form. 

Benry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd  :  up,  vanity, 

Down,  royal  ftate.    All  you  fage  counfellors,  henCe  ? 

And  to  the  Englijh  Court  afTemble  now 

From  ev'ry  region,  apes  of  idlenefs : 

Now,  neighbour-confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum  ;  < 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  fwear  ?  drink  ?  danCe  ? 

Revel  the  night  ?  rob  ?  murder  ?  and  commit 

The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 

England  fhall  give  him  office,  honour,  might : 

For  the  Fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flefii  his  tooth  on  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom  !  fick  with  civil  blows ; 
When  that  my  care  could  not  with-hold  thy  riots. 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefs  again. 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Henry,  O  pardon  me,  my  Liege  !  but  for  my  tears, 

[Kneeling, 

(The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech,) 

1  had  fore-ftaU'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.    There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  that  wears  the  crow^n  immortally 

Long 
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Long  guard  it  yours !  if  I  affed  it  more. 

Than  as  your  honour  and  as  your  renown. 

Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife,  j 

Which  my  moft  true  and  inward -duteous  fplrit 

Teacheth  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending. 

Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in 

And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majefty, 

How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart !  if  I  do  feign, 

O,  Jet  me  In  my  prefent  wildnefr  die, 

And  never  live  to  /hew  th*  incredulous  world 

The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed  ! 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 

(And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 

I  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfe, 

And  thus  upbraided  it.    The  care  on  thee  depending 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father. 

Therefore  thou  beft  of  gold  art  worft  of  gold  j 

Other,  lefs  fine  in  carrat,  is  more  precious, 

Preferving  life  in  medicine  potable  : 

But  thou,  moft  fine,  moft  honoured,  moft  renown'd. 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.    Thus,  royal  Liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head. 

To  try  with  it  (as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father) 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infe£l  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pridc^ 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did  with  the  leaft  affedtion  of  a  welcome 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it  5 

Let  heav'n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head. 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vafiTai  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K.  Henry,  O  my  fon  ! 
Heav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's  love. 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed. 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel 
That  ever  1  fhali  breathct   Heav'n  knows,  my  fon. 
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By  what  by-paths  and  indireft  crook 'd  ways 

1  met  this  Crown  5  and  I  my  felf  know  well 

How  trcuble^fomc  it  fate  upon  my  head. 

To  thee  it  lhall  defcend  with  better  quiet^ 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  : 

For  all  the  foil  of  the  atchievement  goes 

With  me  into  the  earth.    It  feem'd  in  me 

But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boiftVous  hand^ 

And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  afliftances, 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel  and  to  blood-Zhed^ 

Wounding  fuppofed  peace.    All  thefe  bold  fears 

Thou  feeft  with  peril  I  have  anfwered. 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  fcene 

A£ling  that  argument :  And  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  ;  for  what  in  me  was  purchas*i. 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  much  fairer  fort. 

So  thou  the  garland  wear'fl  fucceffively  : 

Yet  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fare  than  I  €ould  do^ 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  ; 

And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends. 

Have  but  their  ftings  and  teeth  newly  ta*en  out  \ 

By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firft  advancM, 

And  by  whofe  pow'r  1  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  difpIacM  :  which  to  avoid 

I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  holy  land  ; 

Left  reft  and  lying  ftill  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  into  my  ftate.    Therefore,  my  Harry ^ 

Be  it  thy  ccurfe  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels  5  that  a£lion,  hence  born  outy 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  former  days. 

More  would  J,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  fo 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny*d  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  G,  God  forgive ! 

And  grajit  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live  \ 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me  f 
Then  p'aia  and  right  muft  thy  polTeiTioa  be  f 

Which 
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Which  I  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain 
'Gainft  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  o/*Lancafter  and  Warwick. 
K.  Henry.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my yobn  of  Lancafier^ 
Lan,  Health,  peace  and  happinefs  to  my  royal  father ! 
K.  Henry,  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs  and  peace^  foii 
John-, 

But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered  trunk.    Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Warivick  P 

P.  Henry,  My  Lord  of  Warwick  ! 

'K.  Henry,  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 

JVar.  ^Tbc^Wd  Jerufalem,  my  noble  Lord. 

K.  Henry.  Laud  be  to  God  !  even  there  my  life  muft:  end  a 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem  : 
Which  vainly  I  fuppos'd  the  holy  land. 
Birt  bear  me  to  that  chamber,  there  I'll  lye  : 
In  that  Jerusalem  lhall  Harry  die.  \Exmntt 

A  C  T   V,    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Shallow*J  Seat  in  Glo'fterfliire. 
Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  Page  and 
Davy. 

ZhaU  "pY  cock  and  pye,  Sir,  you  lhall  not  away  to-night. 
^  What,  Da'vy,  I  fay, 

faU  Youmuftexcufe  me,  maftcr  Robert  Shallow. 

Shal.  1  will  not  excufe  you :  you  fhall  not  be  excufed. 
Exculies  fliali  not  be  admitted :  there  is  no  excufe  fhall  ferve ; 
you  fhall  not  be  excused.    Why,  Da'vy  ! 

Davy^  Here,  Sir. 

Skah  Da'vy,  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  fee,  Davy,  let  me 

fee  ;  William  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither.  Sir  John, 

you  ihall  not  be  excusM. 

Davy,  Marry,  Sir,  thus:  thofe  precepts  cannot  be 
fcrv'd  J  and  again,  Sir,  fliali  we  fow  the  head-land  with 
V'l^at  > 

Vol,  V.  O  Sbal. 
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Shal  With  red  vihtdXyDavy^  But  for  William  Cook  J 
are  there  no  young  Pigeons  f 

Davy,  Yea,  Sir.  Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note  for 

fliooing,  and  plow-irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft:  and  paid— —Sir  John,  you  ihall 
not  be  excused. 

Da'vy.  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  muft  needs  be  had. 
And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  llop  any  of  JVilliam's  wages 
about  the  fack  he  loll  the  other  day  zX.  Hinckley  fair  ? 

Shal.  He  /hall  anfwer  it.  Some  Pigeons,  Da'vy y  a 
couple  of  /hort-legg'd  Hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any 
pretty  little  tiny  kickfhaws  :  tell  William  Cook. 

Da'vy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  ftay  all  night,  Sir  ? 

Sbal.  Yes,  Da'vy.  I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend  i'th* 
Court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  the  purfe.  Ufe  his  men 
well,  Da'vy f  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will  back- 
bite. 

Da'vy,  No  worfe  than  they  arc  bitten.  Sir  j  for  they 
have  marvellous  fool  linnen. 

.Shal.  Well  conceited,  About  thy  l-ufinefs,  D^t'jjw 

Da'vy.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  w  coMntftminct  Willi  am  l^if&r 
of  Woncot  again  ft  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

Shal'  There  are  many  complaints,  Da^vy^  againft  that 
Vijor'^  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave  on  my  knowledge. 

Da'vy.  I  giant  your  worihip  that  he  is  a  kiiavc,  Sir  ; 
but  yet  God  forbid.  Sir,  but  a  knave  fliould  have  fome 
countenance  at  his  friend's  requeft.  An  honeil:  man,  Sir, 
is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfeif,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I  hav?; 
ferv'd  your  worfliip  truly.  Sir,  thefj  eight  years  ^  and  if  £ 
cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a  knave  againft 
an  honeltman,  I  have  but  very  little  credit  with  your  wor- 
ihip.  The  knave  is  mine  honell  friend.  Sir,  theietbre  1 
befeech  your  wovihip  let  him  be  countenanced. 

Shal.  Go  to,  I  fay  he  ihali  have  no  wrong  :  look  about, 
Da-vy.  V/hereare  you.  Sir  John  ?  come,  off  with  your 
b  ots.    Give  me  your  hand,  maftet  Bardolph, 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worihip. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  mine  heart,  kind  mafter 
Batdolph]  and  vvekoinf!,  my  tall  fellow :    \  '^rothePa^^i.  \ 

I  Fai-, 
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Fal.  ril  follow  you,  good  mafter  Robert  SbalUw.  Bar^ 
idolph^  look  to  our  horfes.  If  I  were  faw'd  into  quanti- 
ties, I  fliould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded  hermite?- 
ftaves  as  rD.ifter  Shaliotv^  It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  lee 
the  femblabie  coherence  of  his  mens  fpirits  and  his :  they 
by  obferving  of  him  do  bear  themfelves  like  fooli/h  jufU- 
ces  j  he  by  converfing  with  them  is  turn'd  into  a  jufticj- 
like  ferving  man.  Their  fpirits  are  fo  married  in  conjun- 
^lion,  with  the  participation  of  foclety,  that  they  flock 
together  inconfcnt  like  fo  many  v/ild  Geefe.  If  I  had  a 
f«it  to  mafter  Shallo-iu^  I  svriild  humour  his  men  with  the 
imputation  of  being  near  their  mafter :  if  to  his  men,  I 
would  cany  with  mafter  Shallow,  that  no  man  could  bet* 
ter  command  his  fervants.  It  is  certain  that  either  wife 
fceaj-ing  or  ignorant  carriage  is  caught,  as  men  take  dif- 
cafes,  one  of  another  :  therefore  let  men  take  heed  of  their 
company.  I  will  devile  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow 
to  keep  Prince //t-«rj7  in  continual  laughter  the  wearing  out 
of  fix-fjftilons,  which  is  four  terms  or  two  adlions,  and  he 
/hall  laugh  without  InUr'uallumi,  O,  it  is  much  that  a  lie 
with  a  ftight  oath  and  a  jeft  with  a  fad  brow  will  do. 
with  a  fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  ftioulders.  O, 
you  (hall  fee  him  laugh,  'till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak 
ill  fa  id  up. 

ShaL  Sir  John!  [mthh. 
I  come,  mafter  Shalhiv  j  I  come,  mafter  Shallow* 

[Exeunt  a 

SCENE    II.     The  Court  in  London. 
Enter  the  Earl  o/^  Warwick  and  fhe  Lord  Chief  Jujliee* 

IVar.  How  now,  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither  away  ? 

Ch.  Jufl.  How  doth  the  King-? 

yVar.  Exceeding  well:  his  caies  arc  now  all  ended, 

Ch.  Juji.  I  hope  not  dead. 

War.  He*s  walkM  the  way  of  nature, 
An:d  to  our  purpufes  he  lives  no  mote. 

Cb»  JuJi,  I  would  his  Majefty  had  cali'd  me  with  him. 
The  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his  life 
J-lath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 

Ch,  J'^fl,  1  know  he  duth  not,  and  do  arm  mvlclf 


\ 
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To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time. 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  on  me. 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 
Enter  Lord  John  cf  Lancafter,  Gloucefter  and  Clarence* 

War,  Here  comts  the  heavy  iflue  of  dead  liarr^  : 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  v/orft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  : 
How  many  Nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places. 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort! 

Ch.  Jufi.  Alas,  I  fear  all  will  be  overturnM.| 

han.  Good  morrow,  coufin  JVarivick, 

Glou,  Clar,  Good  morrow,  coufm. 

Lan,  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak- 

War,  We  do  remember  j  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heavy  ! 

Ch,  Juji,  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier  I 

Glou,  O,  good  my  Lord,  you've  loft  a  friend  indeed, 
Aud  I  dare  fwear  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Lan,  Tho*  no  man  be  affur'd  what  grille  to  find. 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expedlation. 
I  am  the  forrier  :  would  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla,  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  Falflaff  fair. 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  quality. 

Cb,Juft,  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  ^id,  I  did  in  honour. 
Led  by  th'  impartial  condud  of  my  foul  j 
And  never  fhall  you  fee  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  remiflion. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  King  my  mafter  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

H^ar,  Here  comes  the  Prince, 

SCENE    IIL    Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Cb,  Juji.  Heav'n  fave  yourMajefty  !  - 
^  P.  Henry,  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  Majefty,! 
Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  fome  fear  s 
This  is  the  Englip,  not  the  Tiurkifh  Court, 
Not  Amurath  an  Amuratb  fucceeds. 

But 
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Fot  Harry ^  Harry,   Yet  be  fad,  good  brothers. 
For,  tofpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomesyou  s 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears. 
Thai  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.    Why  then  be  fadj, 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 
Forme,  by  heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  aflfurM, 
1*11  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  Fil  bear  your  care?; 
Yet  weep  that  Haryy's  dead,  and  To  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives  that  lhall  convert  thofe  tears 
3^  number  into  hours  of  happinefa. 

L^n.  ^c.  We  hope  no  Other  from  your  Majefty. 

P.  Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me ;  and  you  n7of^« 
You  are,  1  think,  affur'd  I  love  you  not.  [To  the  Ch,  Jujl» 

Cb.  "Jufl*  I  am  aflur'dj  if  I  be  meafurM  rightly, 
Your  Majefty  h?,th  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

P.  Henry »  No  \  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes  forgst 
The  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
Th'  immediate  heir  of  England  I  was  this  eafie  ? 
May  this  be  waih'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Jufi,  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  father  j 
The  image  of  his  pow'r  lay  then  in  me  ; 
And  in  th'  adminillration  of  his  law. 
While  I  was  bufie  for  the  commonwealth. 
Your  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place. 
The  majefty  and  pow'r  of  law  and  jullice. 
The  image  of  the  King  whom  I  prefented  j 
And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgment  2 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority. 
And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  ilf. 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 
To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  nought: 
To  pluck  down  juftice  from  your  awful  bench : 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  hunt  the  fword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  perfon  : 
Nay  more^  to  fpurn  at  your  moft  roval  image, 

O3  '  Ana 
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And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  body, 
Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yoift^  j 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon  °, 
Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophanM  | 
See  your  moft  dreadful  laws  fo  loofely  flighted  j 
Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  fon  difdain*d  : 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And  in  your.pow'r  foft  filencing  your  fon. 
After  this  cold  confid'rance,  fcntence  me  5 
And  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  (late. 
What  I  have  done  that  mifbecame  my  place. 
My  pcrfon,  or  my  Liege^s  fovereignty. 

P.  Henry,  You  are  right,  Juftice,and  you  weigh  this  well.-| 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance  and  the  fword ; 
And  I  do  wifh  your  honours  may  increafe, 
'Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 
Offend  you^  and  obey  you,  as  I  did  i 
So  ihall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  words. 
Happy  am  I,  that  ba'ue  a  man  fo  bold 
That  dares  do  jujiice  on  my  proper  fon. 
And  no  lefs  happy  ba'ving  fuch  a  fon, 
That  ivould  deli'ver  up  his  greatnefs  fo 
Into  the  hand  of  Jujiice,    Yon  committed  me  ; 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 
Th'  unftained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bearj 
With  this  remembrance  that  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  the  like  bold,  juft^  and  impartial  fpirit 
As  you  have  done  ''gainlt  me.    There  is  my  hand^ 
You  ihallbeas  a  father  to  my  youth: 
My  voice  ihall  Imind  as  you  do  prompt  mine  car  5 
And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents 
To  your  well-pra£lis'd  wife  directions* 
And,  Princes  all,  beHeve  me,  I  befeech  you  | 
My  father's  gone  into  his  grave,  and  in 
His  tomb  lye  all  my  wild  affe<3:ions  5 
For  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  fur vive. 
To  mock  the  expedations  of  the  world. 
To  fruftrate  prophecies,  and  to  rafe  out 
Rotten  opinion,  which  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feem  ing.    Tho'  my  tide  of  blood 

Hatk 
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Hath  proudly  flowM  in  vanity  'till  now  ; 

Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea, 

Where  it  fhali  mingle  with  the  floods  of  ftate. 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefty. 

Now  call  we  our  high  Court  of  Parliament, 

And  Jet  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel. 

That  the  great  body  of  our  ftate  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  befl:  governed  nation  j 

That  war  or  peace,  or  both  at  once  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us. 

In  which  you,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand, 

[To  Lord  Chief  Jufiice, 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(As  I  before  remember'd)  all  our  ftate, 
And  (heav'n  configning  to  my  good  intents) 
No  Prince  nor  Peer  fliall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, 
Heav*n  fhorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.  Shallow's  Seat  in  Glo'fter/hire. 
timer  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 
and  Davy. 

ShaL  Nay,  you  /hall  fee  mine  orchard,  where  in  an 
arbour  we  will  eat  a  laft  year's  pippin  of  my  own  grafting, 
with  a  difh  of  carraways,  and  fo  forth :  come,  coufin  5/- 
ience ;  and  then  to  bed. 

FaL  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  :  beggars  all,  beggars  all. 
Sir  John  :  marry,  good  air.  Spread,  D^i^,  fpread,  Davy, 
wellfaid,  Da'vy. 

FaU  This  ferves  you  for  good  ufes^  he  is  your 
fcrving-man  and  your  hufbandman. 

ShaL  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet. 
Sir  John,  By  th'  Mafs,  I  have  drank  too  much  fack  at 
/upper.  A  good  varlet.  Now  fjt  down,  now  fit  down ; 
come,  coulin. 

Sil,  Ah,  firrah,  quoth-a, 
W ?  Jhall  do  nothing  but  eat^  and  make  good  chear,  [Singing' 
jind  praije  hea'v'nfor  the  merry  year  5 
^hen  fiejb  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  lufiy  lads  roam  here  and  there  ; 
So  mrrily,  mid e*ver  among,  fo  merrily ^  &c« 
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Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  raaflcr  Silenct,  Y\\ 
give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Sbal.  Give  Mr.  Bardolpb  feme  wine,  Da^vy, 

Davy.  Sweet  Sir,  fit  5  I'll  be  with  you  anon  5  mofl: 
fweet  Sir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit :  good  Mafter  Page,  fit: 
proface  !  What  you  want  in  meat  we'll  have  in  drink  j  but 
you  muft  bear  ;  the  heart's  all. 

Skal,  Be  merry,  mafter  Bardolphy  and  my  little  foldier 
there,  be  merry. 

SiL  [Singing,]  Be  merry y  be  merry ^  tny  nvife  haz  all^ 
For  wormn  are  Jhreivs,  both  (hort  and  tall  3 
'7/5  merry  in  hall,  *wben  beards  *wag  all. 
And  uoelcome  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

FaL  I  did  not  think  mafter  Silence  had  been  a  man  of 
this  mettle. 

SiL  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  ere  now. 
Davy*  There  is  a  dijh  of  leather-coats  for  you. 
Sbal  Danjy  ! 

Da'vy.  Your  worfhip— ril  "be  with  you  ftraight.  A 
cup  of  wine.  Sir  ? 

5:7.  [Singing.]  A  cup  of  'zvine, 
That'^s  brijk  and fine^ 
And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ; 
And  a  merry  heart  li'ves  long  a, 

FaL  Weil  faid,  mafter  Silence, 

Si/.  If  we  fhall  be  merry,  now  comes  In  the  fweet  of  the 
night, 

Fal,  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mafter  Silence, 

Sil,  Fill  the  cup  and  Jet  it  come.  I'll  pledge  you,  wer't 
a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Sbal,  Honeft  Bardolpb,  welcome;  if  thou  want'ftany 
thing  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart !  Welcome,  my 
little  tiny  thief,  and  welcome  indeed  too  :  I'll  drink  to 
jnafter  Bardolpby  and  to  all  the  cavaleroes  about  London, 

Da'vy,  I  hope  to  fee  London ^  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy — r- 

SbaL  You'll  crack  a  quart  together?  ha,  will  you  not, 
mafter  Bardolph  ? 

Bard,  Yes,  3ir^  in  a  pottle  pot« 

ibaL 
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Shal,  By  God*s  liggens,  I  thank  thee  5  the  knave  will 
iSkk  by  thee,  I  can  aiTure  thee  that.  He  will  notout^he 
is  true-bred. 

Bard,  Andril  ftick  by  him,  Sir,  \^One  knocks  at  the  door,  ' 

ShaL  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King  :  lack  nothing,  be 
merry.    Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho:  who  knocks  ? 

FaL  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

SiU  [Singing*]  Do  me  right,  and  duh  me  Knight y  *  Sa- 
mingo.    Is't  not  fo  ? 

FaL  'Tis  fo. 

Stl.  Is't  fo  ?  why  then  fay  an  old  man  can  do  fomewhat, 

Dd'vy,  If  it  pleafe  your  worfhip  there's  one  Fifiol  come 
from  the  court  with  news. 

Fal,  From  the  Court  ?  let  him  come  in. 

SCENE  V.    Enter  Piftol. 
How  now,  Pijiol  f 

Fiji.  Sir  'John,  fave  you,  Sir. 

FaL  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Fifiolf 

Fiji.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  good,  fweefc 
Knieht  5  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  the  realm* 

iS/7.  Indeed  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  Puff  of  Barjon^ 

Fiji.  Puff? 
Puft  in  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward  bafe  \ 
Sir  Johny  I  am  thy  Ftjiol  and  thy  friend  j 
And  helter  ikelter  have  I  rode  to  thee, 
-And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

FaL  I  pr'thee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this  world. 

Fiji,  A  footra  for  the  world  and  worldlings  bafe  ! 
I  ^eak  of  Africa  and  golden  joys« 

FaL  O  bafe  y^^r/Vzw  knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
Let  King  -f-  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

SiL  And  Robin- hood ,  Scarlet^  and  little  ^(P^w. 

Fiji,  Shall  dunghil  curs  confront  the  Helicons  f 
And  fliall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then  Pijiol  lay  thy  head  in  fury's  lap. 

ShaL  Honeft  gentlemen,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

•  He  means  to  fay  San  Domingo. 

f  This  hath  reference  to  an  old  ballad  of  King  Cophetua  and  the 
»«ggar-niaid. 

Fiji. 
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J^ifl.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 

Sta/,  Give  me  pardon.  Sir.  If  you  come  with  nrwt 
from  the  Court,  I  take  it  there  are  but  two  ways,  either 
to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am.  Sir,  under  the 
King,  in  fome  authority. 

Fijf^^  Under  which  King  ?  Bezonianj  fpeak  or  die 

SbaL  Under  King  Harry, 

Fiji,  Harry  the  Fourth  ?  or  Fifth  ? 

Sbal,  Harry  the  Fourth. 

Pifi,  A  footra  for  thine  office  ! 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King, 
Harry  the  Fifth*s  the  man.    I  fpeak  the  truth. 
When  Pi/ioi  lies,  do  this,  and  fig  me  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard, 

FaL  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 

Pifl,  As  nail  in  door  :  the  things  I  fpeak  are  juft. 

Fa!,  Away,  Bardolph,  faddle  my  horfe.  Mafter  RoBert 
Shallow y  chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine, 
Fifioly  I  will  double  charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  !  1  would  not  take  a  knighthood  for 
my  fortune. 

Fiji.  What  ?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

FaL  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed:  mafter  ShalloWj  my 
Lord  SballoiVj  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's  lleward. 
Get  on  thy  boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh,  fweet  PifioU 
away,  Bardolph  :  come,  P{/}oly  utter  more  to  me  j  and 
withal  devife  I'omething  to  do  thy  felf  good.  Boot,  boot, 
njafter  Shalloiv,  I  know  the  young  King  is  fick  for  me. 
Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes :  the  laws  of  F^ngland  are  at 
my  commandment,  Happy  are  they  which  have  been  m/ 
friends  ;  and  wo  to  my  Lord  Chief  Jultice  ! 

Pifi.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo! 
*  Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  ledy  fay  they  ? 
Why,  here  it  is,  welcome  this  pleafant  day.  [Exeunt* 
S  C  E  N  E    VL     A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Hcfiefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-flieet,  and  Eedeh. 

Hpft,  No,  thou  arrant  knave,  I  would  I  might  die,  that 
I  might  have  thee  hang'd  j  thou  haft  drawn  my  fhouidcr 
cut  of  joint. 

*  Thefe  are  words  of  an  oid  fong< 

Sea, 
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Bed.  The  conftables  have  delivered  her  over  to  me ;  and 
file  fhall  have  whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant  her.  There 
hath  been  a  man  or  two  kiJlM  abou^t  her. 

DoL  Nut  hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie:  come  on,  I*JI  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifagM  rafcal,  if  the  child  I 
go  with  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou  hadft  ftruck 
thy  mother,  thou  paper-4c'd  villain. 

Hofi.  O  that  Sir  John  were  come  !  he  would  make  this 
a  bloody  day  to  fome  body.  But  I  pray  God  the  fruit  of 
her  womb  mifcarry ! 

Bed.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  cufliions  again, 
you  have  but  eleven  now*  Come,  I  charge  you  both  go 
with  mc,  for  the  man  is  dead  that  you  and  Fifiol  beat 
among  you. 

DoL  rjl  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  cenfer  ;  I 
U'ill  have  you  as  foundly  fwindg'd  for  this,  you  blue-bottle 
rogue;  you  filthy  famiihM  corredtioner,  if  you  be  not 
fwindg'd  ril  forfwear  half  kirtles. 

Bed,  Come,  come,  you  fiie-Knight-arrant,  come  \ 

Ho/}.  O,  that  right  fliould  thus  overcome  might!  Well, 
of  fufFerance  comes  eafe. 

DoL  Come,  you  rogue,  come  5  bring  me  to  a  juflicer 

IJoJi.  Yes,  come,  jou  flarv'd  blood-hound. 

DoL  Goodman  death,  goodman  bones  I 

Hcji.  Thou  Atomy,  thou  ! 

DoL  Come,  you  thdn  thing  :  come,  you  rafcal. 

Bed,  Very  well.  [ExcuTtt^ 
SCENE  VIL 
A puhlick  pLice  near  Weftminller-yf^^, 
Enter  t'wo  Grooms y  fireiving  rujhes, 

1  Groom.  More  rufhes,  more  ruflies. 

2  Groom,  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 

I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  clock  ere  they  come  from 
the  coronation  :  difpatch,  difpiitch  !  [Exeunt  Grooms, 

Enter  Falrtalf,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy. 

FdL  Stand  here  by  me,  maftcr  Robert  hhalloiv^  I  will 
rnake  the  King  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon  him  as  he 
romes  by,  and  du  but  maik  the  countenance  that  he  will 
give  me. 
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Pifl  Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  Knight ! 

Fal.  Come  here,  i^iftoly  ftand  behind  me.  O,  if  I  hs^ 
had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have  beftpw'd 
the  thoufand  pound  I  borrow'd  of  you.  But  it  is  no  mater, 
this  poor  fhew  doth  better  5  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  ha4 
to  fee  him. 

ShaL  It  doth  fo. 

FaL  It  fhews  my  earneftnefs  of  affedtion^ 

^haL  It  doth  fo. 

Fal,  My  devotion. 

^baU  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal.  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night,  and  not  to  delibs- 
rate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  toihift  me, 
ShaL  It  is  moft  certain. 

FaL  But  to  ftand  ftainedwith  travel,  and  fweating  witli 
defire  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting  all  af- 
fairs in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  be  don* 
but  to  fee  him. 

Pifi,  'Tis  femper  idem  5  for  abfi^ue  hoc  nihil  eji^  'Ti» 
iill  in  every  part. 

Shah  'Tis  fo  indeed. 

P/y?.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver^  and 
make  thee  rage. 

Thy  DqI  and  Helen  of  thy  neble  thoughts 
Is  in  bafe  durance  and  contagious  pr;lon  \ 
Haul'd  thither  by  mechanick  dirty  hands, 
Kowze  up  revenge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  j^le&o''s^iikz. 
For  Dol  is  in.    Pijiol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 
Fa/,  I  will  deliver  her. 

Piji,  There  roar 'd  the  fea ;  and  trumpet-clangor  founds. 
SCENE  VIII. 
The  Trumpets  found.    Enter  the  King  and  his  train, 

Fal,  God  fa ve  thy  Grace,  King  Hi?/,  my  voyA  Hal  I 

Pift.  The  heav'ns  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  royal  imp 
of  fame  ! 

FaL  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy  ! 

King.  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 

Ch.  Juji,  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you  what  'tisyoa 
fpeak  ? 
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Fal.  My  King,  my  Jo've^  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart 

Khig.  1  know  thee  not,  old  man  :  fall  to  thy  prayers; 
How  iJI  white  hairs  become  a  fool  and  jefter  \ 
I  have  Jong  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man. 
So  furfeit-fwell'd,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane  j 
But  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  Jefs  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  grace. 
Leave  gormandizing.    Know,  the  grave  dolh  ga'pc 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool- born  jeft ; 
Prefume  lot  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was : 
-For  heav'n  doth  know,  fo  /hall  the  world  perceive. 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  rtiy  former  felf. 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  m.e  company. 
When  thou  doH:  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 
Approach  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  waft. 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots ; 
'Till  then  1  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  death. 
As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mif-leaders. 
Not  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  miles. 
For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you. 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  your  felves. 
We  will  according  to  your  ftrength  and  qualities 
Give  you  advancement.    Bc't  ycur  charge,  my  Lord, 
To  fee  perform'd  the  tenour  of  our  word. 
Set  on.  [Ex.  Ki-nv^  <fec. 

S  C  E  N  E  IX. 

Fal.  Mz{{er  S ha IIoTv,  I  owe  you  a  thotifand  pound.^ 

Shal.  Ay  marry.  Sir  John,  which  I  befeech  you  to  let 
me  have  home  with  me. 

FaL  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Sballo^M.    Do  not  y^,j 
grieve  at  this  5  I  ftialJ  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him  :  loo  ^ 
you,  he  muft  feem  thus  to  the  world.    Fear  not  your  ad- 
vancement, 1  will  be  the  man  yet  that  lhali  make  you  . 
great.  \ 

Sba/,  I  cannot  perceive  how,  unlels  you  give  me  your 
doublet  and  ftuff  me  out  with  ftraw.  1  belcechyou,  gocd 
Sir  John ,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thoufand. 

Vol.  V.  p  Fal^ 
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FaU  Sir,  I  will  be  as  gocd  as  my  word.  Tlils  that  you 
heard  was  but  a  colour. 

Sshal.  A  colour  I  fear  that  you  will  die  in.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Fear  no  coJours  :  go  with  me  to  dinner  :  come,  " 
lieutenant  Pifiol,  come,  Bardolph\    I  iha J  be  fent  for  focn 
at  night. 

Enter  Chief  jufiicc  and  Prince  John. 
Ch,  Juft.  Go  carry  Sir  John  Fa/JiaJ to  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him* 
Fal,  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foon. 
Take  them  away. 

Fiji,  Sijortutia  me  torment  a,  il  fperare  me  content  a, 

[Exeunu 

Manent  La  nearer  and  Chiefjufiice, 
Lan,  I  lijce  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's, 

Ke  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 

Shall  ail  be  very  well  provided  for  j 

But  they  are  banifli'd,  *till  their  con verfations 

J^ppear  more  wile  and  modeA  to  the  world. 
Cb,  JuJL  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan,  The  King  bath  call'd  his  Parliament,  my  Lord. 
Cb.JuJi,  He  hath. 

Lan,  i  wiJllay  odds,  that  ere  this  year  expire. 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords  and  native  fire 
As  far  as  France,    \  heard  a  bird  fo  <ing, 
"W  hofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  King* 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Fxeunt^ 
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77  J  R  5  T,  fear  ;  then,  my  court" fie  ;  lafi,  wy  fpetcho 
My  fear  is  your  difpleafure  \  my  court  fe,  my  duty  j  and 
rny  fpeecb,  /»  heg  yur  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good 
Jpeech  nozVy  you  undo  tne  5  for  ivbat  I  ha-ve  to  fay  is  of  viine 
cwn  makings  and  what  indeed  I  JJjculd  fay  nvill  I  doubt 
prove  mine  oivn  marring.  But  to  the  purpose y  and  fo  to  the 
-venture.  Be  it  known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very  ivell )  I  teas 
lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  aifpleafng  Vlcy^  to  pray  your  pa- 
tience for  ity  and  to  promije  you  a  better,  I  did  meanindeed 
to  pay  you  with  this  ;  ivhich  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come 
unluckily  homey  I  break and  you ,  my  gentle  creditoi^s,  lofe» 
Here  1  prcmifed  you  I  ivould  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body 
to  your  mercies:  bate  me  fome  ^  and  I  ivill  pay  you  fome, 
and  as  moji  debtors  do,  promije  you  infnitejy. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  'will  yoit 
command  mc  to  uje  wy  legsf  and  yet  that  iverebut  light  pay- 
ment to  dunce  out  of  your  debt :  but  a  good  confcience  ivill 
make  any  poffib'e  fatisfaBioHy  and  fo  ^ill  I,  All  the  gen^^ 
tleivomen  here  have  forgiven  mc  j  if  the  gentlemen  will  not, 
then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  genilewomen, which 
ftvas  never  feen  before  in  fuch  an  ajfembly. 

One  word  more  I  befeech  you  5  if  you  be  not  too  much  chy''d 
with  fat  mectt,  our  humble  author  will  continue  the  jiory  with 
Sir  John  in  ity  and  make  you  merry  with  fair  Cdthdr'me  of 
France  j  w here y  for  any  thing  I  know,  ¥M3.ff  Jhall  die  of  a 
fweat  ,unlefs  already  he  be  kilVd  with  your  hard  opinions :  for 
*Oldcaft]e  dieda  martyr-^and  this  is  not  the  man.  My  tongue  is 
weary ;  when  my  legs  are  too  y  I  will  bid  you  good  night, and  f9 
,   kneel  down  before  you  ;  but  indeed  to  pray  for  tbe^een, 

♦  This  alludes  to  the  lirft  pUy,  in  which  Sir  John  OldiaMt  wM 
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PROLOGUE. 

OFor  aMufeof  fire,  that  ^ould  afcend 
llbe  brigttefi  htA<ven  of  iri'vention^ 
A  kingdom  for  a  fi^g^.  Princes  to  aB, 
jlnd  Monarch^  to  behold  the  fwelling  fcene  ? 
*Ihen  jhould  the  'warlike  Harry,  like  himjelf^ 
jyfiime  the  p9tt  of  Mars,  and  at  his  heels, 
Ledfht  in  like  bounds,  Jhould  famine,  fivsrd  and  Jirs 
Crouch  jor  employments.    Pardon^  gentles  all^ 
^he  fiat  unraifed  fpirit  that  hath  dard 
On  this  un'wmhy  fcafiold  t$  bring  forth 
So 'great  an  ohjeB.    Can  this  Cock-pit  hold 
^he  njafiy  field  of  France  ?  or  may  we  cram 
JVithin  this  wooden  0,  the  'very  caskes 
*Tbat  did  affright  the  air,  at  Agincourt  ? 
O,  par  den  5  fince  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attefi  in  little  place  a  million  j 
And  let  us,  cyphers  t<3  this  great  accompt^ 
Cn  yoKr  imaginary  forces  *work, 
Suppoje  within  the  girdle  9f  thefe  <walls 
Are  nonv  confined  t^o  mighty  monarchies  j 
IVho^e  high  up -reared,  and  abutting  front  t 
*The  perilous  narrow  ocean  parts  afunder. 
Piece  out  cur  imperfeBians  with  your  thoughts  ; 
Into  a  thoufand  parts  di'vide  me  man, 
And  make  imaginary  puiJJ'ance  : 
^ink,whenwe  talk  of  horfes,  that  ym  fee  them, 
Printing  their  proud  hoofs    th*  recetving  earth. 
For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  muft  deck  our  Kings ^ 
Carry  them  here  and  there,  jumping  o'er  times ^ 
burning  th'  accomplijhment  of  many  years 
Into  an  hcur-giafs^  for  the  which  fupply^ 
Admit  mt  Chorus  to  this  hifiory  5 
Who,  prologue-like,  your^  hu4Jwle  patience  pray^ 
Cetttiy  ia  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  Play, 
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ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 

An  Antechamber  in  the  Englifli  Court. 

Enter  the  Archbipop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bijhop  of  Ely. 
Cant.  \/fy  Lord,  I'll  tell  you,  that  felf  bill  is  urg'd, 
I  V  I  ^^^^^  eleventh  year      th'  lgi(^ 

^  King's  reign 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againi'l  us  paft. 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  puHi  ic  out  of  farther  queftion. 

Ely.  But  how,  my  Lord,  fhall  we  refift  it  now  ? 

Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on  :  if  it  pa  fs  again  ft  us> 
We  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  poffeJTions : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 
Would  they  ft  rip  from  us  5  being  valu'd  thus ; 
As  much  as  would  maintain  to  the  King's  honour, 

»  This  Play  was  writ  (as  appears  from  a  pafTage  in  the  Chorus  f 
the  fifth  Aft)  at  the  time  of  the  Earl  of  EJ/ix's  commanding  the 
forces  in  Ireland,  .  in  the  reign  of  Q.Elicc<iluth  ;  and  not  *tin  after 
Menry  the  Sixth  had  been  play'd,  as  may  be  fcen  by  the  condufiort 
«f  this  Play. 

Fuli 
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Full  fifteen  Earls  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 

Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires: 

And  to  relief  of  lazars  and  weak  age 

Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  pa  ft  corporal  toil, 

A  hundred  alms-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd  5 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  King  befide 

A  thoufand  pounds  by  th'  year.    Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely,  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant,  'T would  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Eiy.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant,  The  King  is  full  of  grace  and  fair  regard. 

Ely,  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  Church, 

Cant,  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not  5 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body. 
Bat  th?.t  his  wildnefs,  naortify'd  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too  5  yea,  at  that  veiy  moment 
Confideration,  hke  an  angel,  ca-r  o, 
And  whipt  th*  offending  Adatn  out  of  him. 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife 
T'invelope  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  icrvolar  made  : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  f.ocd 
With  fuch  a  heady  current ,  fcow'ring  faults  s 
Nor  ever  Hy^r^t-hcaded  wilfuinefs 
So  fuon  did  lole  his  feat,  and  fall  at  once. 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely.  We're  blelTedinthe  change. 

Cant,  Hear  him  but  reafonin  divinity. 
And  all-admiring  with  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defn-e  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate. 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs, 
YouM  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  fludy. 
Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  fhall  hear 
A  fearful  battel  rendered  you  in  mufick. 
Turn  him  to  any  caufe  cf  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe 
Familiar  as  his  garter.    When  he  fpeaks, 
^  Th?  air,  a  cliarterM  libertine,  is  ftill. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 
To  iteal  his  fweetar.d  hcn  ed  fentenccs : 
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So  that  the  art  and  pradlic  part  of  life 

Muft  be  the  millrels  to  his  theorique. 

Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  Grace  fhould  glean  it^^ 

Since  his  addiftion  was  tocourfes  vain, 

His  companies  unletter'd,  rude  and  ihallow. 

His  hours  fiU'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  fports  j 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 

Any  retirement,,  any  fequellration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely,  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettl 
And  whoifome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  beft 
Neighboured  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality : 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs,  which  no  doubt 
Grew  like  the  fummer  grafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant,  It  muft  be  fo  5  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  J 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfedled. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  Lord, 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  Commons  ?  doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it  or  no  ? 

Cant,  He  feems  indifferent : 
Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cherifhing  th'  exhibiters  againft  us* 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation. 
And  in  regard  of  caufss  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  Grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France^  to  give  a  greater  fun^ 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predeceffors  part  withal. 

Ely,  How  did  this  offer  feem  received,  my  Lord 

Cmt,  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty  ; 
Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear, 
(As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  ieveral  and  unhidden  paffages 
0(  his  true  titles  to  Tome  certain  Dukedom?^ 
And  generally  to  the  crown  of  Franie^ 
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DerivM  from  Edward  his  great  grandfather. 

Ely*  What  was  th'  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  ambaffador  upon  that  inftant 
CravM  audience  ;  and  the  hour  I  think  is  come 
To  give  him  hearing.    Is  it  four  a-clock  ? 

Ely,  It  is. 

Cant,  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  embaffie : 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely*  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE   II.    The  Prefence-Chamber, 
Enter  King  Henry y  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Clarence,  War* 
wick,  Werimorbnd,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry,  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  f 

Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 

K,,  Henry,  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

fVeJl.  Shall  we  call  in  th*  ambaflador,  my  Liege  ? 

K.  Henry.  Not  yet,  my  coufm  j  we  would  be  refolv'd. 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight. 
That  task  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France, 
Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bifhop  ofVAy^ 

Cant,  God  and  his  angels  guard  your  facred  throne. 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.,  Henry.  Sure  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed. 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold, 
Why  the  law  Salike,  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  Oiould,  or  fhould  not  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  Lord, 
That  you  fliould  falhion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading. 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  foul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth ! 
For  God  doth  know  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  fliall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  perfon. 
How  you  awake  our  lleeping  fword  of  war : 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God  take  heed. 

For 
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^or  nevftr  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend 

Without  much  fall  of  blood,  whofe  guiltlcfs  drr>ps 

Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint 

'Gainft  him,  whole  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fwords 

That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 

Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak,  my  Lord  j 

For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart. 

That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  wafht 

As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm. 

Cant,  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Sovereign,  and  you  Peers^ 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices. 
To  this  imperial  throne.    There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  HIghnefs'  claim  to  Ffance, 
But  thfis  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, 
No  ivoman  jhall  fuccced  in  Salike  land  : 
Which  Salike  land  the  French  unjuftly  glofs 
To  be  the  realm  cf  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 
That  the  land  Salike  lyes  in  Germany ^ 
Between  The  floods  of  Sala  and  of  El've  : 
Where  Charles  the  great  having  fubduM  the  ^axons^ 
There  lefc  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  : 
Who  holding  in  difdain  the  German  womeji, 
'  For  fome  diflionelt  manners  of  their  life, 
Eftabliflit  then  this  law  ;  to  wit,  no  female 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salike  land  : 
Which  Salike,  as  1  faid,  *twixt  Elve  and  Sala, 
Is  at  this  tiay  in  Germany  called  Meifen, 
Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salike  law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France, 
Nor  did  the  French  poffefs  the  Salike  land  ; 
tl^ntil  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  yeart 
After  defundtion  of  King  Pharamond, 
(Idly  fupposM  the  founder  of  this  law,) 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix  5  and  Charles  the  great 
SubduM  the  Sexvns,  and  did  feat  the  French 
Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 
Fight  hundred  fire,   JBcia^cs,  thcu  writers  ft/, 
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King  Pepin i  which  depofed  Childerick, 

Did  as  heir  general  (being  defcended 

Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  King  Clothair) 

Make  c'aim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France, 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lorain  fole  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  ftcck  of  Charles  the  great. 

To  fine  his  title  with  feme  fhews  of  truth, 

(Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught) 

Conveyed  himfelf  as  heir  to  th'  Lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Charlewain,  who  was  the  fon 

To  Lewis  th'  Emperor,  which  was  the  fan 

Of  Charles  the  great.    Alfo  King  Leivis  the  m'nth^ 

Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Caper , 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcience 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  'till  fatisfy'd 

That  fair  Queen  Ifahel  his  grandmother 

Was  lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermengere, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain  >- 

By  the  which  match  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France, 

So  that  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun, 

King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet^schim^ 

King  Lewis  his  fatisfadlion,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 

So  do  the  Kings  of  France  until  this  day  : 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this*S'^//^^  law. 

To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  female  5 

i^nd  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 

Than  openly  imbare  their  crooked  titles, 

Ufurptfrom  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Henry,  May  I  with  right  and  confcience  m^ke  this 
claim  ? 

Cant,  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  Sovereign ! 
Por  in  the  book  of  Numbers  it  is  writ. 
When  the  fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  Lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  flag, 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  anceftors  j 
Co;  xjiy  dread  Lord^  to  your  great  graniffirc's  t^mb,  ^ 
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From  whom  you  claim  ;  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit. 

And  your  great  uncle  Edivard  the  black  Prince, 

Who  on  the  Frcficb  ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 

Making  defeat  on  the  full  pow'r  of  France : 

While  his  moft  mighty  father  on  a  hill 

Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lion's  whelp 

Forage  in  blood  of  Fz-^wc^ Nobility. 

O  nnble  Englijl:)^  that  could  entertain 

With  half  their  forces  the  full  powV  of  France ^ 

And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by, 

All  out  of  work  and  cold  for  a£tion  ! 

Ely,  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead^ 
And  with  your  puifTantarm  renew  their  feats! 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne  j 
The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins  j  and  my  thrice-puilTant  Liegl 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth. 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprizes. 

Exe,  Your  brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expe£l  that  you  fliould  rouze  your  felf. 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  blood, 

fVeJi.  They  know  your  race  hath  had  caufe,  mcans,and 
might  5 

So  hath  your  Highnefs  ;  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  fubjefts ; 
Whofc  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England^ 
And  lye  pavilion'd  in  the  fields  of  France, 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  Liege, 
With  blood  and  fword  and  fire  to  win  your  right! 
In  aid  whereof  we  of  the  fpirituality 
Will  raife  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fum. 
As  never  did  the  Clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancellors. 

K.  Henry.  We  rnuft  not  only  arm  t'invade  the  French, 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againft  thz  Scot ^  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches 
Shall  be  a  wall  fufiicient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers, 

Q^z  K.  Ilenryt 
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K.  Henry,  We  do  not  mean  thccourfing  fnatchcrs onty, 

B  it  tVar  the  main  intendment  of  ihtScot^ 
Who  hatli  been  ftill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us: 
For  >ou  flull  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France^ 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfjrnifht  kingdom 
Cnme  pouring  like  a  tide  into  a  breach. 
With  ample  and  brim-fulnefs  of  his  force. 
Galling  the  glejncd  land  with  hot  allays, 
Girding  with  grievous  fiege  caftles  and  towns  j 
That  England^  being  empty  of  defence, 
Kath  fhouk  and  trembled  at  th*  ill  neighbourhood. 
Cant,  She  huth  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harmM, 
my  Liege  j 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herfelf ; 
When  aU  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  FrancCy 
And  (he  a  mourning  widuw  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  herfelf  not  only  well  deftnded,  ^ 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  rtray 
The  King  of  Scoti ;  whom  fhe  did  fend  to  Franccy 
To  fill  King  Edivard's  fame  with  prifoner  Kings  5, 
And  make  his  chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
As  is  the  ouzy  bottom  of  the  fea 
With  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  trea furies. 

is/y.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, 
If  f bat  you  W// France  w/'/r,  then  ivith^icothndjt  rfi  hegi^^ 
Fcr  onc<;  the  Eagle  England  being  in  prey  ; 
To  her  unguarded  neft  the  Weazel  S^ct 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs, 
Piaying  the  M(;ufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  fpoii  and  havock  more  than  /he  can  eat. 

Eye-  It  follows  then  the  Cat  muft  ftay  at  home  5 
Vet  that  is  not  o'  courfe  a  necefiity  j 
Since  we  have  l^cks  to  fifeguard  necelTaries, 
Ai^d  pretty  traps  to  caich  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'  advifed  head  defends  itlelf  at  home  : 
For  governmer.r,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower 
put  into  p.irts>  coth  keep  in  one  confent, 
Congruiog  in  a  fail  and  iiatuiai  clofe. 
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Like  mufick. 

Cant,  Therefore  heaven  doth  divide 
The  ftate  of  man  in  divers  fundlions. 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  : 
To  which  is  fixed  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience  ;  for  fo  work  the  honey  Bees  5 
Creatures  that  by  a  ruling  nature  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  King  and  officers  of  forts. 
Where  feme  like  magiftrates  correct  at  home  ; 
Others  like  merchants  venture  trade  abroad  : 
Others,  like  foldiers  armed  in  their  Itings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  fummer^s  velvet  buds : 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent -royal  of  their  Emperor  :  , 
Who  bulled  in  his  Majefty,  furveys 
The  fmging  mafon  building  roofs  of  gold. 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey. 
The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gates 
The  fad-ey*d  Juftice  with  his  furly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone,    I  this  infer. 
That  many  things  having  full  reference 
To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly  S 
As,  many  arrows  loofed  feveral  ways 
Pome  to  one  mark,  and  ways  meet  in  one  town  ;  v 
As,  many  freih  ftreams  meet  in  one  fait  Tea  j 
As,  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  center  5 
So  may  a  thoufand  a£ls  at  once  a-foot 
End  in  one  purpole,  and  be  all  well  born 
Without  defeat.    Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege  ! 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four. 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France y 
And  you  withal  fhall  make  all  Gallia  fhake  : 
if  we  with  thrice  fuch  powers  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  nation  lofe 
The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K,  Henrj,  Callia  thsmelTengcis  fent  from  the  Dciuphir.. 

3  Now 
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Now  are  we  well  relblvM,  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  finewsof  our  power, 
Frarxe  being  ours,  we'll  bend  k  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.    There  weMi  fit. 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  empery 
O'er  France  and  a!l  her  almoA  kingly  Dukedoms  \ 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Ton^blefs,  with  no  remembr  ance  over  them, 
liither  our  hiftory  /hall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  a£ts  5  or  elfeour  grave, 
Like  Turkijh  mute,  fhall  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth. 
Not  woi/hipt  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

SCENE  in.    Enter  Amhajfadors  of  France^ 
Now  are  we  well  prepared  to  know  the  picafure 
Of  our  fair  coufm  Dauphin  ;  for  we  hear 
yo4ir  greeting  isficm  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amh,  May't  pleafeyour  Majelly  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge  j 
Or  ihall  we  fpa/ingly  fliew  you  far  off 
The  Dauphin's  meaning  and  our  embaffie  ? 

K.  Henry,  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  chriflian  King, 
Unto  whole  grace  ourpafiTion  is  as  fuhjtd:. 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter 'd  in  our  prjlbns : 
Therefore  with  hank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs, 
TtW  us  the  Dauphin  s  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then  in  few. 
Your  Highnefs  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecelfor,  Edward  the  third. 
In  anl'wer  cf  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  rr.after 
Sc^ys  thatyou  favour  too  much  cf  your  youth, 
And  bids  you  be  advib'd  :  there's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galjiard  won  j 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedpms  there: 
He  thercf  re  fenJs  you  (meeter  for  your  fpirit) 
This  tun  of  treafure  j  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Lehiesyou  let  the  Dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Bear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Daupbiti  fpeaks* 

K,  Henry.  What  treafure,  uncle? 

£xe*  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 
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K,  Henry,  "Wo-^re  glad  the  Dauphin  is  fo  pleafan^  with  us. 
His  prefent  and  your  pains  wc  thank  you  for. 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  balls^ 
We  will  in  France,  by  God*s  grace,  play  a  fet 
Shall  ftrike  his  father'5  crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  h*ath  made  a  rnatch  with  fuch  a  wrangler, 
That  all  the  Courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  chaces,    And  we  underftand  him  well. 
How  he  comes  o*er  us  with  our  wilder  days. 
Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  thei^. 
We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  Englandy 
A;id  therefore  living  here,  did  give  our  fclf 
To  barb'rous  licence  ;  as  'tis  ever  common. 
That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dauphin  1  will  keep  my  Hate, 
Be  like  a  King,  and  fhew  my  fail  of  greatnefs. 
When  I  do  rouze  me  in  my  throne  of  France^ 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majefty, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  d^^ys  j 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory. 
That  I  will  dazle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 
Yea,  flrikethe  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince  this  mock  of  his 
Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-ftones,  and  his  foql 
Shall  iland  fore  charged  for  the  waftful  vengeance 
That  /hall  fly  with  them  :  many  thoufand  widows 
Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hufbands  ^ 
Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down : 
And  fome  ate  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 
Thatfhall  have  caufe  tocurfe  the  Dauphin'' s  fcorq. 
But  this  lyes  all  vyithin  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  name 
Tell  you  the  Dauphin  I  am  coming  on 
To  venge  me  as  1  may,  and  to  put  forth 
My  rightful  hand  in  a  wcU-hallowM  caufe. 
So  get  you  hence  in  peace,  and  tell  the  Dauphin 
His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  /hallow  wit, 
W^hen  thoufands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 
jponvey  them  with  ^tcconduitt,    Fare  ye  well. 
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Exe,  This  was  a  merry  melTage. 

K.  Henry »  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blulli  at  k  : 
Therefore,  my  Lords,  omit  no  happy  hour. 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition  ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thoughts  in  us  but  France, 
Save  thofe  to  God  that  run  before  our  bufmefs. 
Therefore  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 
Be  foon  collefted,  and  all  thought  upon 
That  may  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings :  for,  God  before, 
We*Jl  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  tafk  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  action  may  on  foot  be  brought.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho>  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
Andfiiken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lyes: 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  brea ft  of  every  man. 
They  fell  the  pafture  nov/  to  buy  the  horfe. 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  chriftian  Kings, 
With  winged  heels,      Englijh  Mercuries, 
For  now  fits  expedlation  in  tne  air, 
And  hides  a  fword  from  hilts  unto  the  point 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
PromisM  to  Harry  and  his  followers.  ^ 
The  French y  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  moft  dreadful  preparation. 
Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  policy 
Seek  to  divert  the  EngUJh  purpofes. 
O  England!  model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs, 
X.ike  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart} 
What  might'ft  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do. 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 
But  fee  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 
A  nefi:  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  flie  fills 
With  treach'rous  crowns ;  and  three  corrupted  men. 
One,  Richard  Y.2ixlo^  Cambridge,  diii^thtioiiQn.^. 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Mapam,  and  the  third 
Sir  'Thomas  Gray  Knight  of  Northumberland , 
I|aye  for  the  giit  of  France  (O  guilt  indeed  !) 

'5  ConnriTi^a 
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ConfirmM  confpiracy  with  fearful  France, 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  die. 

If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes. 

Ere  he  take  ihip  for  France*    Then  in  Southampton 

Linger  your  patience  on,  and  well  digeft 

Th*  abufe  of  diftance,  while  we  force  a  play. 

The  fum  is  paid,  the  traitors  are  agreed. 

The  King  is  fet  from  London,  and  the  fcene 

Is  now  tranfported,  gentles,  to  Southampton  : 

There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  mull  you  fit. 

And  thence  to  France  ihall  we  convey  you  fafe. 

And  bring  you  back :  charming  the  narrow  Teas 

To  give  you  gentle  pafs  ;  for  if  we  may. 

We*' 11  not  offend  one  llomach  with  our  play. 

But  when  the  King  comes  forth,  and  not  till  then. 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  fhift  our  fcene.  [£^;V»* 

A  C  T  II.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Corpora!  Nym,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bard.''^^^[\  met,  Corporal  Nym, 

Nym.  Good-morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph* 

Bifrd.  What,  are  Ancient  Pijiol  and  you  friends  yet  ? 

Nym,  For  my  part  I  care  not :  I  fay  little  j  but  when 
time  /hall  ferve  there  (hall  be — [Smilei^  but  that  fhail 
be  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink  and  hold 
out  mine  iron  j  it  is  a  fimple  one,  but  what  though  ?  it 
will  toaft  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as  another  man*s 
fword  wilJ ;  and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  friends, 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France:  let  it  be 
fo,  good  Corporal  Nym. 

Nym,  'Faith,  I  will  live  To  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  vvill 
do  as  I  may :  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain.  Corporal,  that  he  is  married  to 
Nel  ^ickly ^ind  certainly  fliedid  you  wrong,  for  you  were 
troth-plight  to  her. 

Nym.  I  cannot  tell,  things  muft  be  as  they  may  ;  men 
may  fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them  at 
thJit  time,  and  fome  fay  knives  have  edges;  it  mult  be  as 
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it  may ;  though  patience  be  a  tir'd  dame,  yet  /he  will 
plod  5  there  muft  be  conclufions  5  well,  I  cannot  tell. 
Enter  Piftol  aiid  Quickly. 

Bard»  Here  comes  Ancient  Pijiol  and  his  wife  5  good 
Corporal,  be  patient  here.    How  now,  mine  hoft  "Pijiolf 

Pift*  JBafe  tyke,  call'll  thou  me  hoft  ?  now  by  this  hand, 
I  fwear  I  fcorn  the  term,  nor  fhall  my  Nel  keep  lodgers. 

Sluick.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long  :  for  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen  that  live  ho- 
neftlyby  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be  thought 
we  keep  a  bawdy-houfe  ftraight.  O  welliday  lady,  if  he 
be  not  drawn  now !  we  fhali  fee  wilful  adultery  and  mur- 
ther  committed. 

Bardn  Good  Lieutenant,  good  Corporal,  offer  nothing 
here. 

Nym,  Pi/h! 

Vift,  Pifli  for  thee,  IJland  dog  ;  thou  prick-ear'd  cur  of 
IJland. 

Sluick.  Good  Corporal  Nym^  Ihew  thy  valour  and  put  up 
thy  Iword. 

Nym<,  Will  you  fliogoff?  I  would  have  you  jo/tti. 

Piji,  Solus,  egregious  dog  !  O  viper  vile  j 
The  folus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face. 
The  folus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy  j 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  mouth ! 
I  do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels  5 
For  I  can  take,  and  PifioVs  cock  is  up 
And  fia/hing  fire  will  follow. 

Nym,  I  am  not  Barhafon,  you  cannot  conjure  me  t  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well  j  if  you 
grow  foul  with  me,  Pijiol,  I  willfcour  you  with  my  rapier 
as  I  may,  in  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk  off,  I  would 
prick  yoiir  guts  a  little  in  good  terms  as  I  may,  and  that's 
the  humour  of  it. 

Pifi.  O  braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  groaning  death  is  near  5 
Therefore  exhale! 

Bard,  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay  :  he  that  ftrikes  the 
firfl  ilroke.  Til  run  him  up  to  the  hilts  as  I  am  a  foldier. 
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Fiji.  An  oath  of  mickle  might  5  and  fury  fhall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  ta  me  give  : 
Thy  fpirits  are  moft  tall. 

Nym,  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair 
terms,  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Fiji,  Coupe  a  gorge^  that  is  the  word.  I  defie  thee  again, 

0  hound  of  Crete ,  think'ft  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No,  to  the  fpittle  go, 

i\nd  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  Jazar  Kite  of  CreJfWz  kind, 
Dol  Tear-Jheet,  /he  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe. 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold  the  ^ondam  ^ickly 
For  th'  only  fhe  5  and  pauca,  there's  enough. 
Go  to. 

Enter  the  Boy, 

Boy,  Mine  hoft  Pijiol^  you  mull  come  to  my  marter, 
and  you,  hollefs  :  he  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed.  Good 
Bardolph,  put  thy  nofe  between  his  /heets,  and  do  theof- 
iice  of  a  warming-pan    'faith  he's  very  ill. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

^ick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days  j  the  King  has  kill'd  his  heart.  Good 
husband,  come  home  prefendy.  [Exit  Qmcko, 

Bard,  Come,  fhall  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  we  muft 
to  France  together  :  why  the  devil  fhould  we  keep  knives 
to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Fift,  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on. 

JSfym,  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  fhillings  I  won  oi  you' 
at  betting  ? 

Fiji,  Bafe  is  the  flave  that  pays. 

Nym,  That  now  I  will  have  j  that's  the  hnmourof  it. 

Fiji,  As  manhood  fhall  compound,  pufh  home.  \^Dra*zv* 

Bard,  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firil  thruft,  I'll 
kill  him  5  by  this  fword,  I  will. 

Fiji,  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  muft  have  their  courfe. 

Bard,  Corporal  iVy^;,  an  thou  wilt  be  friend*?,  be  friends  j 
an  thou  wiit  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me  too  3 
pry'thee,  put  up. 

Fiji.  A  noble  fiialt  thou  have  and  prefent  pay, 
And  liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee. 

And 
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And  friendfliip  fhall  combine  an^  brotherhcodi, 
I'll  live  by  Nym^  and  Nym  fiiall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  juft  ?  for  1  ifhafl  Suttler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  methy  hand, 

ISIym.  I  ihall  have  my  noble  ? 

P?^.  In  cafli  moft  juftly  paid. 

Nym,  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of 't 
Enter  Hojitft, 

Hoft,  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly  to 
Sir  John  :  ah  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  fiiakM  of  a  burning 
quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  behoid. 
Sweet  men,  come  to  "him. 

Nym,  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pi/},  Nym,  thou  haft  fpoke  the  right,  his  heart  is 
firafted  and  corroborate. 

Nym^  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  k 
may  j  he  palles  fome  humours  and  careers. 

pIj},  Let  us  condol*  the  Knight  5  for,  lambkins  1  we 
will  live.  lExeunr, 
SCENE  II.    Ci&tfrg-w  Southampton, 
Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmorland. 

JBed,  *Fore  God,  his  Grace  is  bold  to  truft  thefe  traitors, 

Exe.  They  lhall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Wefi.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves. 
As  if  allegiance  In  their  bofoms  fate. 
Crowned  with  faifh  and  conftant  loyalty  I 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  thty  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe,  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfelbw. 
Whom  he  hath  lull'd  and  cloy *d  with  gracious  favours, 
That  he  fhould  for  a  foreign  purfe  fo  fell 
His  Sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery ! 

l7rutKj>cts  Jound» 
Enter  the  King,  Scroop,  Cambridge,  W  Gray. 

'^Menry,  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  Lord  of  Cambridge,  and  my  Lord  of  Majham, 
And  you,  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  ycur  thoughts  : 
Think  you  not  that  the  pow'rs  we  bear  with  u« 

^  Wiil 
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Will  cot  their  paflage  through  the  force  of  France  j 

Doing  the  execution  and  the  a£l 

Jor  which  we  have  in  head  aflembled  tViem  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege  j  if  each  man  do  his  befl-, 

K»  Henry,  I  doubt  not  that,  fmce  we  are  well  perfuaded 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence. 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours : 
And  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Succefs  and  conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam,  Never  was  Monarch  better  feared  and  lov'd 
Than  is  your  Majefty ;  there*s  not  a  fubjedl 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  fhade  of  your  government. 

Gray,  True 3  thofe  that  were  your  father's  enemies 
Have  fteept  their  galls  in  honey,  and  obferveyou 
"With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K,  Henry  ^  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thank  fulnefs> 
And  fliail  forget  the  office  of  our  hand. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scraop,  So  fervice  fhall  with  fleeled  finews  toil. 
And  labour  lhall  refre/h  it  felf  with  hope. 
To  do  your  Grace  inceflant  fervkes. 

K.  Henry,  We  judge  no  lefs.    Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Ihlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday. 
That  railM  againft  our  perfon  :  we  confider 
It  was  excefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on. 
And  on  his  more  advice  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That*^s  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  t 
Let  him  be  punifh'd.  Sovereign,  left  example 
Breed  by  his  futf 'ranee  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Henry,  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam,  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  puniih  too, 
j       Cray,  You  ihew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life, 
1    After  the  tafte  of  much  correction. 
I       K.  Henry,  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orifons  'gainlt  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults  proceeding  on  diftemper 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  eye 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd  and  digefted, 
1       Vol.  V.  R  >^ppea>f 
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Appear  before  us  ?  we'll  enlarge  that  man. 

Though  Camhridgey  Scroop^  and  Gray,  in  their  dear  ««« 

And  tender  prefcrvation  of  our  perfon. 

Would  have  him  punifhM,    Now  to  our  French  caufes  j 

Who  are  the  late  commiflioners  ? 

Cam*  lone,  my  Lord, 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege, 

Gray*  And  I,  my  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  Richard  Earl  of  CamhrtJge^  there  » 

yours : 

There  yours,  Lox^  Scroop  of  Majhim-^  and,  Sir  Knight, 

Gray  of  Northumberland y  this  lame  is  yours  j 

Read  th£m,  and  know  I  know  your  worthinefs. 

My  Lord  of  Weflmorland  and  uncle  Ex£ter^ 

We  will  aboard  to-night.    Why,  how  now,  gentlemen? 

What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers  that  you  lofe 

So  much  complexion  ?  look  ye  how  they  change? 

Their  cheeks  are  paper.    Why,  what  read  you  there 

That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 

Out 'of  appearance? 

Cam.  I  confefs  m.y  fault. 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs'  mercy. 

Gray.  Scroop*    To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K.  Hevry*  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  m  but  late. 
By  your  owncounfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kilKd : 
You  muft  not  dare  for  /hame  to  talk  of  mercy  j 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  upon  your  bofoms. 
As  degs  upon  their  makers,  worrying  you. 
See  yoM,  my  Princes  and  my  noble  Pcvrs, 
Thefe  Englifh  monfters  !  my  Lord  Camhridgt  here. 
You  know  now  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour  ;  and  this  man 
Hath  for  a  few  light  crowns  lightly  confpir'd. 
And  fworn  unto  the  praftices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hamptcn,    To  the  which. 
This  Knight  no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than Ci77«^r;^^  is,  huh  Jikewife  fworn.    But  O  I 
What  fliall  I  fay  to  thti. ,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 

ingr^teful. 
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Ingrateful,  fevage,  and  inhuman  creature! 

Thou  that        bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels, 

'Tlbat  knew '11  the  very  bjttom  of  my  foul. 

That  aimed  might'ft  have  coin'dme  into  gold, 

Wo<ild'fr  thoo  have  pradis^d  on  me  for  thy  uk  ? 

May  it  be  poffible,  that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  e)Ctra£l  one  fpaik  of  evU 

Tha-t  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  io  fhangr j, 

That  though  the  truth  of  rt  ftand  off  as  grofs 

As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  ito 

laaibn  and  maider  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoak-devils  fwOrn  to  cither's  purpofe  j 

Working  fo  clofely  in>  a  nattrrai  caufe. 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them. 

Sfert  thou  *gainft  all  proportion  didfl  bring  In 

Wonder  to  wait  on  treafon,  and  on  murther  i 

And  wh»tfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was 

That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepoft'roufTy, 

Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence ; 

All  other  devils  that  fuggeil  b-y- treafon* 

Do  botdfi  and*  btingle  up  damnation^ 

Witli  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetcht 

From  glill'ring  femblances  of  piety  : 

But  he  that  tempered  thee  bad  thee  lland  up,. 

Gave  thee  no  inftance  \^hy  thou  (hoaldft  do  treafon, 

ITnlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

Jf  that  fame  Daemon  that  hath  gull 'd  thee  thus. 

Should  with  his  Lion-gait  walk  the  whole  world. 

He  might  return  tovaity  jT^r^r  back. 

And  tell  the  legions,  I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  ca^  as  that  Englifoman' 

Oh,  how  baft  ihou  with  jealou-fie  infeded 

The  fwcetnefs  of  affiance !  Shew  men  dutiful  ? 

"Why  fo  didft  tbou  :  or  feem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 

Why     didft  thou :  come  they  of  noble  family  I 

Why  fo  didft  thou :  feem  they  religious  ? 

"Why  jbd^idfi!  thou  :  or  are  they  fpare  in  diet, 

Tiee  froan  grofs  paflion  or  of  mirth  or  anger, 

Coiifiant  in  fpirit,  nor  fwervmg  with  the  blood, 

<^9^0iihM  and  deck'd  in  modeft  compliment, 

K  a  Not 
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Not  working  with  the  eye  without  the  ear^ 
-And  but  in  purged  judgment  trufting  neither  ? 
Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted  didlt  thou  feem* 
And  thus  thy  faJl  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot. 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  the  beft-endu'd. 
With  fome  fufpicion.    I  will  weep  for  thee. 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man  Their  faults  are  open,  , 

Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of , the  law. 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  pra£lices! 

Exe,  I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Ri- 
€<tard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  Jiame  of  Henra 
i-ord  Scroop  of  Majham, 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of 
Grayy  Knight  of  Northumberland, 

Scroc^,  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcovet'd^ 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death  j 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive^ 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  gold  of  France  did  not  leducCj 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive 
The  fooner  to  effedl  what  I  intended  j 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention. 
Which  I  in  fuff 'ranee  heartily  rejoice  for, 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grjy.  Never  did  faithful  fubjeft  more  rejoire 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafon. 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  my  felf. 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon.  Sovereign  t 

K.  Henry,  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy !  hear  your  Iea« 
tence  5 

You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  royal  perfon, 

Jom'd  with  an  enemy,  and  from  his  coffers 

Received  the  golden  earneft  of  our  death  5 

Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  flaiighter, 

His  Princes  and  his  Peers  to  fervitude. 

His  fubjeas  to  oppreflion  and  contempt. 

And  his  whole  kingdom  into  defolatioa, 

Touchliig 
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TTctiching  ©ur  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge. 
Bat  weour  kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 
'Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  d'o  deliver  you.    Go  therefore  hence, 
P©OT  miferable  wretches,  to  yotix  death  j 
The  talle  whereof  God  of  his  mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences !  Bear  them  hence.  \^Exeur^i 
Kow,  Lords,  for  France ^  the  enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 
"We doubt  not  of  a  fiiirand  lucky  war, 
SijaccGod  fo  gracioufiy  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  trcafon  lurking  in  our  way. 
To  hfnder  our  beginning.    Now  we  doubt  not 
But  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way  : 
Then  forth,  dear  countrymen  5  let  us  deliver 
Ouf  puiffance  into  the  hand  of  God; 
Putting  it  ftrait  in  expedition. 
Ch-early  to  fea  the  figns  of  war  advance; 
No  King  of  England,  if  not  King  of  Frame,  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE   III.    Changes  again  to  London. 
Enter  ViHolj  Nym,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Heft efs. 

Hoft,  Pr'ythee,  honey,  fweet  liulband,  let  jaie  bring 
tiee  to  Staines, 

Fiji,  No,  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. 
Bardolph,  be  blith:  Nym,  rouze  thy  vaunting  veins: 
Boy,  briftle  thy  courage  up  j  for  Faiftaff  he  is  dead, 
iind  we  muft  yern  therefore. 

.  Bard,  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefome^er  he  is,  ei- 
ther in  heaven  or  in  hell. 

Hofi,  Nay,  fure  he*s  not  in  hell  5  he's  in  Arthur  %  bo* 
fom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur^  bofom.  He  made  a 
finer  end,  and  went  away  an  it  had  been  any  chriftom 
child  J  a'  parted  even  juft  between  twelve  and  one,  even  at 
the  turning  0'  th'  tide :  For  after  I  faw  him  fumble  with 
the  (heets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and  fmile  upon  his  fin- 
geT*s  end,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way  ;  for  his  nofe  was 
as  fliarp  as  a  pen,  and  a'  babied  of  green  fields.  How  now. 
Sir  ^obn  f  quqth  I :  what,  man  ?  be  good  cheer :  fo 
a'  cried  out,  God,  God,  God,  three  or  four  times.  Now 
R  3  ^ 
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J,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him  a*  Ihould  not  think  of  God  ;  I 
hop'd  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  himfelf  with  any  fbch 
thoughts  yet  i  fo  a'  bad  me  lay  more  clothes  on  his  feet  s 
I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed  and  felt  them,  and  they  were 
as  cold  as  a  ftone :  then  I  felt  to  his  knees,  and  fo  upward^ 
and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any  ftone. 

J^ym,  They  fay  he  cried  out  of  fack* 

Hoji.  Ay  that  a'  did. 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Hoji,  Nay,  that  a'  did  not. 

Boy,  Yes  that  he  did,and  faid  they  were  devils  incarnate. 
Hoft,  A'  could  never  abide  carnation,  *twas  a  colour  he 
never  lik'd. 

Boy,  He  faid  once,  the  deule  would  have  him  about 
women. 

Hoft,  He  did  in  fome  fort  indeed  handle  women ;  but 
then  he  was  rheumatick  and  talk'd  of  the  whore  of  Ba- 
bylon, 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  he  faw  a  Flea  flick  upon 
Bardolph\  nofe,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  foul  burning  iit 
hell  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintained  that  fire  : 
that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nym.  jBhall  we  ihog  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 

^QUthamptQn, 

Pift.  Come,  let's  away.    My  love,  give  me  thy  lips; 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables  5 
Let  fenfes  rulej  the  word  is  pitch  and  pay  5 
Truft  none,for  oaths  are  draws, men's  faiths  arewafer-cak^j 
And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,  my  Duck. 
Therefore  Ca'ueto  be  thy  counfellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  cryMs.    Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 
Let  U3  X.0  France y  likejiorfe- leeches,  my  boys. 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that  is  but  unwhplfome  food,  they  fay* 

Pift.  Touch  her  foft  mouth  and  march.    Come  ! 

^ard.  Farewel,  hoftefs. 

Nym,  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it ;  but  adieu ! 
Bift^  Lei  hcuuwifsry  appear  j  keep  clofe,  I  thee  com- 

ft/. 
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Eofi,  Farewel ;  adieu  ! 


SCENE  IV. 


Changes  to  the  French  King's  Palace, 
Enter  the  French  King^  the  Dauphin ,  the  Duke  0/ Bur- 
gundy, and  the  Confiahle* 
Fr,Kjng,  Thus  come  the  Englifo  with  full  power  uponus^ 
And  more  than  carelefsly  it  us  concerns 
To  anivver  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Bretagne^ 
Of  Brabant  and  of  Orleans ,  fiiall  make  forth, 
iVnd  you.  Prince  Dauphin,,  with  all  fwift  difpatch  j 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  war 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant  j 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce 
As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples. 
Left  by  the  fatally  negledted  Englijh 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau,  My  moft  redoubted  father. 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe  5 
For  peace  it  felf  fhould  not  fo  dull  a  kingdom, 
(Tho*  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel  were  in  queftion} 
But  that  defences,  mufters,  preparations,, 
Should  bemaintain'd,  affembled  and  collected. 
As  were  a  war  in  expeftation. 
Therefore  I  fay  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth. 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France  : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  fhew  of  fear  ; 
No,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  JVhitfund''  morris-dance ;  1 
For,  my  good  Liege,  Ihe  is  fo  idly  king'd. 
Her  fcepter  fo  fantafticaily  born, 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  fhallow,  humorous  youth. 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  Prince  Dauphin  ! 
You  are  too  much  miilaken  in  this  King; 
Queftion  your  Grace  the  late  ambalTadors, 
With  what  great  ftate  he  heard  their  embalTic, 
How  wellfupply'd  with  noble  counfellors. 
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How  modeft  in  exception,  and  withal 
How  terrible  in  conlbnt  refolution  : 
And  you  fhali  find  his  vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out  fide  of  the  Roman  Bruius, 
tCovering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly  j 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots 
That  (hall  firft  fpring  and  be  moft  delicate. 

Dau,  Well,  *tis  not  fo,  my  Lord  high  Conftablc- 
But  though  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter  : 
In  caufes  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  eneiny  more  mighty  than  he  feems. 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fili'd  j 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projedion 
Doth  like  a  mifer,  fpoil  his  coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr,  King,  Think  v/e  King  Harry  ftrong  5 
And,  Princes,  look  you  ftrongly  arm  to  meet  hira. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  fleih'd  upon  us  j 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 
Witnefsour  too  much  memorable  /hame. 
When  Cr£^. battel  fatally  was  ftruck. 
And  al|  our  Princes  captiv'd  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edivard  the  Prince  of  Watet : 
While  that  his  mounting  fire,  on  mountain  (landing^ 
Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  fun. 
Saw  his  heroick  feed,  and  fmilM  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  ftem 
Of  that  victorious  fl^ock  j  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  force  of  him. 

Enter  a  Mejjenger, 

Meff,  Ambafladors  from  Harry  King  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  M^efty. 

Fr,  King,  We'll  give  them  prefent  audience.   Go,  aad 
bring  them. 
You  fee  this  chace  is  hotly  follow'd,  friends. 

Dau-  Turn  head,  and  ftop  purfuit ,  for  coward  dogs 
Moft  fpend  their  mouths, when  what  they  fcem  to  thfe^ten 
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Rons  far  before  them.    Good  my  Sovereign, 
Take  up  the  Englijh  ihort,  and  Jet  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin 
ii.s  felf-negledling. 

SCENE    V. .  Enter  Exeter, 

Fr.  King,  From  our  brother  England  ? 

Exe^Vrom  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefty : 
He  wills  you  in  the  Name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  diveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely  the  crown, 
A.ni.  all  the  wide-ftretchM  honours  that  pertain 
Bycuftom  and  the  ordinance  of  times, 
Vnto  the  crown  of  France.    That  you  may  know 
'Tis  no  finifter  nor  no  awkward  claim. 
Picked  from  the  worm-holes  of  long-vanifhM  days. 
Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  oblivion  rak*d  j 
He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  line. 
In  every  branch  truly  demonftrative, 
Willing  you  over-look  his  pedigree ;[Gzt^ei  theKing  a  pafer^ 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  derivM 
From  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  anceftors, 
Edward  the  Third  ;  he  bids  you  then  refiga 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger, 

Fr,  King.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

Exe,  Bloody  conftraint  5  for  if  you  hide  the  crowo 
Fv'n  in  your  hearts,  there  wilthe  rake  for  it. 
-And  therefore  in  fierce  tempeft  ts  he  coming, 
In  thunder  and  in  earthquake  like  a  yove  9 
That  if  requiring  fail,  he  may  compell. 
He  bids  you  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafty  jaws  j  upon  your  head 
Turiung  the  widows  tears,  the  orphans  cries. 
The  dead  mens  blood,  the  pining  maidens  groans, 
Fqi  huibands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovejs. 

That 
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That  (hall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfic. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatning,  and  my  jn^eflagc  5 
Unlefs  the  Daupb'm  be  in  prefence  here. 
To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King,  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  fui  iher  - 
To-morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  cur  brother  England, 

Dau,  For  the  Dauphin, 
I  ftand  here  for  him  j  what  to  him  from  England  7 

Ex€.  Scorn  and  defiance,  flight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif-become 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  King  j  and  if  your  father's  Highncis 
Do  not  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fent  his  Majcfty  5 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 
In  fecond  accent  to  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  rendei-  fair  reply. 
It  is  againft  my  will ;  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England  j  to  that  en^^ 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Parit  balls. 

Enje.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  ihake  far  itj 
Were  it  the  miftrefs-court  of  mighty  Eufo^ei 
And  be  affur'd  you'll  find  a  difference. 
As  we  his  fubjedls  have  in  wonder  found. 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days 
Aiid  thefe  he  malters  now  j  now  he  weighs  time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  grain,  which  you  fhall  read 
in  your  own  lofTes,  if  he  ftay  in  France. 

Fr,  King,  To  morrow  youihall  know  our  mind  at  full. 

[F/ourjp^ 

Exe,  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  qu  eft  ion  our  delay  ^ 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr.King.Yoxi  fhall  befoon  difpatch 'd  with  fair  con^itionss 
A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe, 
^0  anfwer  matters  of  this  confe^uence*  [Exeunt^ 
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Enter  Chorus* 
Cho,  Thus  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  fcene  files. 

In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.   Suppofe  that  you  have  fcen 

The  well-appointed  King  at  Hampton  Pier 

Bmbark  his  royahy  j  and  his  brave  fleet 

With  lilken  ftreamersthe  young  Phcelus  fanning. 

Play  with  your  fancies  f  and  in  them  behold 

Upon  the  hempen  tackle  Oiip-boys  climbing. 

Hear  the  ihrill  whiftle  which  doth  order  give 

To  founds  confus'd  ;  behold  the  thrcaden  fails. 

Born  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  wind, 

Draw  the  huge  bottoms  thro'  the  furrow'd  Tea, 

Breading  the  lofty  furge.    O,  do  but  think 

You  iland  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 

-A  city  on  th'lnconftant  billows  dancing ; 

For  fo  appears  this  fleer  majeflica). 

Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfleur,    FoIIr^w,  folio v/. 

Grapple  your  mind'?  to  (teenage  cf  this  navy, 

-And  leave  yom  England y  as  dead  midnight  flilJ, 

Gu?.rded  with  grandfii  es,  babies,  and  old  women. 

Or  pafl  or  not  arriv'd  to  pith  and  pinHance  : 

For  who  is  he  whofe  chin  is  but  enrichM 

With  one  ?ippearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 

Thefe  cuIlM  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 

Workv  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  fieges 

Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages 

With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Earjlfur, 

Strppofe  th'ambaffador  from  France  come  back 

Tells  Harry that  the  King  doth  offer  him 

Catharine  his  daughter,  and  with  her  to  dowry 

Some  petty  artd  unprofitable  Dukedoms : 

The  offer  likes  not  j  and  the  nimble  gunner 

With  lynftock  now  the  dcvihfli  cannon  touches, 

Anv^down  goec  ail  before  him.    Still  be  kind, 

Afld:  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  \^Exit» 
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*  A  C  T  IIL    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

FRANCE*    Alarm,  and  Cannon  ga  off^ 
Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Glouceftcrj 

'  Soldiers  ivith  fcaling- ladders  as  before  Hariieur. 
K.  Henry,  Q  N  C  E  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  frieudii, 

once  more  5 
Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  our  Englijh  dead* 
In  peace  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man 
As  modeft  ftillnefs  and  humiHty  : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  aftion  of  the  Tyger  j 
Stiffen  the  finews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 
Difguifefair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage  ; 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpedl  5 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head 
Like  the  brafs  cannon.  Jet  the  brow  overwhelm  it 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  ocean. 
Now  fet  the  teeth,  and  ftretch  the  noftril  wide. 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 
To  his  full  height.    Now  on,  you  nobleft  Evglijh^ 
Whofe  blood  is  fetch'd  from  fathers  of  war-proof  j 
Fathers,  that  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  thefe  parts  from  morn  'till  even  fought. 
And  fheath'd  their  fvvords  for  lack  of  argument: 
Di^honour  not  your  mothers ;  now  attcfl, 
That  thcfe  whom  you  call'd  fathers  did  beget  ycu. 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grolTer  blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  war  ;  and  you,  good  yeomen, 
Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  England,  fliew  us  here 
T^ie  mettle  of  your  paflure  :  let  us  fwear 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  v^hich  I  doubt  Jiot: 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafc. 
That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  eyes  5 
J  fee  you  fland  like  Greyhounds  on  the  llips, 

♦  This  wfiole  2.0t  (and  alfo  the  refl  of  the  nlay)  very  much  en- 
larged and  improved  by  liie  auihgr  linte  the  cditioiia  of  1600,  and 
i6-8. 

Stl-aiiiini; 
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Straining  upon  the  ftart.    The  game's  a-foot  % 
Follow  your  fpirit ;  and  upon  this  charge. 
Cry,  God  for  Harry,  England ^  and  St.  George, 

[Exeunt  King  and  Train,    Alarm,  and  Cannon  go  qffl' 
SCENE  II. 
Enter  Nym,  Bardolph,  PiftoJ,  and  Roy, 
Bard,  On,  on,  on,  on,  on,  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach. 
Nym,  'Pray  thee,  Corporal,  ftay,  the  knocks  are  too 
hot ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  Uves :  the 
humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  fong  of  it. 

Pift,  The  plain  fong  is  moft  juft  5  for  humours  do  abound : 
Knocks  go  and  come  :  God's  valla  Is  drop  and  die  ; 
And  fword  and  /lileld,  in  bloody  field,  doth  win  immortal 
fame. 

Boy,  WouM  I  were  In  an  ale-houfe  in  London,  I  v/ould: 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale  and  fafety. 

Pifi.  And  I  j  if  wifhes  would  prevail, 
I  wou'd  not  ftay,  but  thither  would  I  hye. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu,  Up  to  the  preach,  you  dogs  j  avaunt,  you  Gullions  t 

Pift,  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  mould. 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ; 
Goodbavvcock,  bate  thy  rage  j  ule  lenity,  fweet  chuck. 

Nym.  Thefe  be  good  humaurs  j  your  honour  wins  bad 
hurpours.  ,  [Exeunt^ 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obfervM  thefe  three 
fwaftiers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three  j  but  all  the  three  , 
though  they  would  fer ve  me,  could  not  be  man  to  me  }  for 
indeed  three  fuch  anticks  do  not  amount  to  a  man.  For 
Bardolph,  he  is  white  liver'd  and  red  fac*d,  by  the  means 
whereof  he  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not.  For  Pifiol,_  he 
hath  a  killing  tongue  and  a  quiet  fword  j  by  tht;  meaiis 
whereof  he  breaks  v/ords,  and  keeps  whole  weapons.  For 
Nyntf  he  hath  heard  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  bcft 
men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  he 
Hiould  be  thought  a  coward  5  but  his  few  bad  words  are 
match'd  with  as  ftw  good  deeds,  fer  he  never  broke  any 
man's  head  but  his  own,  and  that  wasagainft  a  poll  when/ 
he  was  drunk*.  They  will  fteal  any  thing  and  call  it  pur- 
chafe.    Bardolpk  Hole  u  lute-cafe,  bove  it  twelve  k^igues^. 

Vol.  V.  ^,  aai 
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and  fold  it  for  three  half-fence.  Nym  and  Bjrdolph  are 
fworn  brothers  in  filching  ;  and  in  Calais  they  Hole  a  fire- 
/hovel.  I  knew  by  that  piece  of  fcrvice,  the  men  would 
cany  coal^.  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with  mens 
pockets  as  their  gloves  or  their  hand*kerchers,which  makes 
much  againft  my  manhood  ;  for  if  I  would  take  from  an- 
other's pocket  to  put  into  mine,  it  is  plain  pocketing  up  of 
xt^rong^i.  I  muft  leave  them,  andTeek  fome  better  fervicc  $ 
their  villainy  goes  agamft  my  weak  flomach,  and  therefore 
I  muft  caft  it  up.  [£x;>  Boy. 

Enter  Cower f  tfw^  Fluellen. 

Cower.  Captain  Fluelletiy  you  muft  come  prefcntly  to  the 
mines  j  the  Duke  of  Ghucefler  wrould  fpeak  with  you. 

flu.  To  the  mines  ?  tell  you  the  Duke  it  is  not  fo  ^ot 
to  come  to  the  mines ;  for  look  you  the  mines  are  not  ac- 
coi  ding  to  thedifcipiines  of  the  war  5  the  concavities  of  it  is 
not  fufficientj  for  look  you,  th*  athveifary  (you  may  dif- 
cufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you)  isdig'd  himfeif  four  yards 
under  the  countermines;  by  ChepUy  I  think  a'  will  plow 
up  all,  if  there  is  not  pefcer  dired:ions. 

Goiver,  The  Duke  of  Gloi'cejiery  to  whom  the  order  of 
the  fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  dire^ed  by  an  Irtjhxmn,  a 
very  valiant  gentleman  i'faith. 

Flu.  It  is  captain  Mackmorris,  is  it  not  ? 

Go*iver.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Cbefiuy  he  is  an  Afs,  as  in  the  orld  ;  I  will  ve- 
rifie  as  much  in  his  peard  ;  he  has  no  more  directions  in  the 
true  difciplines  of  the  wars,  k)ok  you,  of  i\it  Roman  difci- 
plines,  than  is  a  puppy-dog. 

£«/fr  Mackmorris,  and  Captain  Jzmy» 

Cower,  Here  he  comes,  and  the  Scots  captain,  captain 
yamy  with  him. 

Flu,  Captain  J  amy  is  a  marvellous  valorous  gentleman, 
that  is  certain,  and  of  great  expedition  and  knowledge  in  the 
ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his  di« 
rfcdions ;  by  Cbejhuy  he  will  maintain  his  argument  as  well 
?s  any  military  man  in  the  oild,in  the  difciplines  of  the  pri- 
fline  wars  of  the  Komans, 

Jamy»  I  fay  gudday,  captain  FlueUcn, 

Flu^  Goddea  to  your  worihip,  good  captain  James. 

Cowen 
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Gdiver,  How  now,  captain  MackmorrtSj  have  you  quitted 
the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

Mack.  By  Chriih  law,  tifti  ill  done ;  the  work  ifh  give 
over,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand  I  fwear, 
and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  ifh  ill  done  j  it  ifh  give 
over  J  I  would  have  bio  wed  up  the  town,  fo  Chrifli  fave  me 
law,  in  an  hour.  O  tifli  ill  done,  tifh  ill  done  j  by  my 
hand,  tiHi  ill  done. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorn's,  I  befeech  you  now,  will  you 
vouchfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputatio/is  v/ith  you,  as 
partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of  the  war,  the 
Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication ;  partly  to  fatisfy  my  opinion,  and 
partly  for  the  falista£tion,  look  you,  of  my  mind,  as 
touching  the  direction  of  the  military  difcipline,  that  is  the 
point, 

J  amy.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captensbath, 
and  I  fhall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  Qiay  pick  occafion  j 
that  fall  I,  marry. 

Mack*  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  Chrifli  fave  me :  the 
day  is  hot,  and  the  weather  and  the  wars,  and  the  King 
and  the  Duke  j  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  town  is  be- 
feech'd  5  and  the  trumpet  calls  ua  to  the  breach,  and  we 
talk,  and  by  Chrifli  do  nothing,  'tis  fhame  for  us  all ;  fo 
God  fa'  me  'tis  /hame  to  ftand  ftill,  it  is  fliame,by  my  hand  ; 
and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  to  be  done,  and  / 
there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chriih  fa"*  me  law, 

J  amy.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
felves  to  flomber  aile  do  gud  fervice,  or  aile  ligge  i'  th* 
ground  for  it  5  ay,  or  go  to  death  5  and  aile  pay  it  as  volo- 
roufly  as  I  may,  that  fal  I  furely  do,  the  brefT  and  the  long  ; 
marry,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome  queflion  'tween  you  tway. 
Flu,  Captain  Mackmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under 

your  corredtion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation  

Mack.  Of  my  nation?  what  ilh  my  nation?  ifh  a  vil- 
lain, and  a  baflard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcai  ?  what  i/h  my 
nation  ?  who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

F/u.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than  is 
meant,  czpum  Mackmorris ^  peradventure  I  fhali  think  you 
4o  not  ufe  me  with  that  affabil^y  as  in  diicretion  you  ought 
S  2  to 
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to  ufe  me,  look  you,  being  as  good  a  man  as  your  felf  both 
in  the  difciplines  of  =wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth, 
and  in  other  particularities. 

Mack,  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  my  felf,  fo 
Chrifli  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gciver,  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  mi fl-ake  each  other. 

J  amy.  Au,  that's  a  foul  fault.        [A  Parley  founded, 

'Gciver,  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackmorris,  when  there  is  more  petterop- 
portunity  to  be  required,  look  you.  Til  befopold  as  to  tell 
you  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war,  and  there's  an  end. 

[Exeunt  9 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  bis  Train  before  the  Gates, 
K.  Henry.  How  yet  refolves  the  governor  of  the  lowJi  ? 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit: 
Therefore  to  our  beft  mercy  give  your  felves. 
Or  like  to  men  proud  of  deftrudlion 
Defie  us  to  our  worfl  5  as  I'm  a  foldier, 
(A  name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  beft) 
If  I  begin  the  batt'iy  once  again, 
i  will  not  leave  the  half-atchieved  Harfleur, 
'Till  in  her  a/hes  /he  lye  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  fhall  be  all  fhut  up  ; 
And  the  flefh'd  foldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart. 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  fhall  range 
With  confcience  wide  as  hell,  mowing  like  grafs 
Your  frefh  fair  virgins  and  your  flovv'ring  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war. 
Array  M  in  flames  like  to  the  Prince  of  fiends. 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fell  feats, 
Enlinkc  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 
What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  felves  are  caufe. 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 
What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs. 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 
We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  command 
tJpoh  th'enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpo^i. 
As  fend  our  precepts  t«  th*  Leviathan, 

To 
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To  come  a-/hore.   Therefore,  you  men  of  Harflsur, 

Take  pity  of  your  town  and  of  your  people. 

While  yet  my  foldiers  are  in  my  command. 

While  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

O'erblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  heady  murther,  fpoil  and  villainy. 

If  not ;  why,  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 

The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile  the  locks  of  your  ihrill-fhrieking  daughters ; 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards, 

And  their  molt  rev'tend  heads  dafhM  to  the  walls  j 

Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  pikes. 

While  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 

Do  break  the  clouds  ;  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry, 

At  Hero(V%  bloody  hunting  flaughter-fed. 

What  fay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  f 

Or  guilty  in  defence  be  thus  deftroyM  ? 

Enter  Gcmtrnor, 
Gov*  Our  cxpe£lation  hath  this  day  an  end  s 
The  Daufhin^  of  whom  fuccours  we  intrcated. 
Returns  us,  that  his  pow'rs  are  yet  not  ready 
To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.   Therefore,  great  King, 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  foft  mercy  ; 
Enter  our  gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours. 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

K.  Henry,  Open  your  ga^es :  come,  uncle  Exeter ^ 
Go  ycu  and  enter  Harfieur,  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  flrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
Uie  mercy  to  them  all.    For  us,  dear  uncle. 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers,  we'll  retire  to  Calais, 
To-night  in  Harfieur  we  will  be  your  gueft. 
To-morrow  for  the  march  we  are  addreft, 

[Flourijh,  and  enter  the  town,  * 
^  SCENE 

•        arc  addreft, 

S  C  ^  N  £  IV.  Enttr  (*atharine  ord  an  eW  Ctntlewoman.  \ 
Caih.  Alice,  tu  as  elle  enAnj^leterre,  Sc  tu  parlois  bien  la  language. 
jllUe.  Un  peu*  madame. 

Cath.  Je  te  prie  dc  m^en^e^gner,  il  faut  que  j^apprciUie  a  parler. 
Cpmment  appellez  vous  la  mam  en  Anglois  i 
^ic9,  Li  main,  il  elt  appcHc,  de  hahd. 

CitXk. 
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SCENE  IV.    The  "extnch  Court, 
Etiter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  o/' Bourbon j 
the  Confiabie  of  France,  and  others, 
Fr.  King,  'Tis  certain  he  hath  pafsM  the  river  Somct 
Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  Lord, 
Cath.  De  hand.  Et  le  doyt  ? 

JJice.  Le  doyt,  ma  foy  je  oublie  le  doyt,  mais  )e  me  fouviendrai 
le  doyt,  ie  penfe  qu'ils  ont  appellc  des  fingres,  ouy  de  fingres. 

Cath.  La  main,  de  hand;  le  doit,  ie  fingres.  Je  penfe  que  je  fuis 
le  bon  ekolier.  J'ay  gaigne  deux  mois  d'Anglois  viftement,  com- 
Dicnt  appellez  vous  les  ongies? 

Jllke.  Les  ongies,  les  appeilons  de  nayles. 

Cath.  Hi  nay  les.   Eicoutez:  dites  moy,  fi  je  parle  bien:  de  hand^ 
de  fingres,  de  nayles. 
u^iice.  Celt  bien  dit,  madame,  il  eft  fort  bon  Anglois. 
Cath.  Dites  moy  en  Anglois  le  bras, 
ullice.  De  arme,  madame, 
Cath.  Et  Ie  coude. 
uilke,  D'  el^DOW. 

Cath.  D'elbov/ :  ]«  m'en  faitz  la  repetition  de  tous  leS  mots  que 
vous  m'avies  apprins  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  11  eft  trop  diiTicile,  madame,  comme  je  penfe, 

Cath.  Excule  moy,  Alice,  eicouie,  d'  hand,  de  fingre,  de  nayles, 
d'  arme,  de  bilbcw. 

Alice.  D' elbow,  madame.  '  , 

Cath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu,  je  m'en  oublie  d'elbowj  comment  appellez 
vous  le  col  ? 

Alice.  De  neck,  madame. 

Cath.  De  neck  j  &  le  menton  ? 

Alice.  Dechin. 

Ca:h.  De  fin:  Ie  col,  de  neck:  Ie  menton,  de  fin. 

Alice.  Ouy.  Sauf  voftre  honneur  en  veriic  vouS  prOnoncIes  leS 
mots  aufii  droi£l,  que  les  natifs  d'  Ang'eterrc. 

Cath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d'  apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Dieu,  &  en 
peu  de  temps.  ^ 

Alice.  N'avez  vous  pas  defia  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ay  enfeigne  ? 

Cath.  Non,  je  reciteray  a.  vous  promptenient  hand,  de  fingre, 
de  mayles,  de  arme. 

Alice.  De  nayles,  madame. 

Cath.  De  nayles,  de  arme,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  Sauf  voftre  honncur  d'  elbow.  ^ 
Cath.  Ainfi  dis-je  d'elbow,  de  neck,  de  fin :  comment  appelle  vous 
les  pieds  &  de  robe? 

Alice.  Le  foot,  madame,  &  Ie  count. 

Cath.  Le  foot,  &  le  count :  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ce  font  des  mots 
mauvais,  corruptible  &  impudique,  &  non  pour  les  dames  d'honneur 
d'ufer  :  je  ne  voudrois  prononcer  ces  mois  devant  les  Seigneurs  de 
France,  pour  tout  le  monde !  il  faut  Ie  foot,  &  le  count,  neantmoins. 
Je  reciteray  un  autrefois  ma  lecon  enfemble,  d'hand,  de  fingre,  dc 
nayles,  d'arme,  d'elbow,  de  neck,  de  fin,  de  foot,  de  count. 

Alice,  Excellent,  madame. 

Cath.  Cert  affez  pour  unc  fois,  allons  nous  cn  difner.  [E^cemit,. 
5  C  E  N  £•  Let 
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Let  us  not  live  in  France  ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barb'rous  people. 

Dau^  0  Dieu  'vivant !  fhall  a  few  fprays  of  us, 
(The  emptying  of  our  fathers  luxury,) 
Our  Syens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  flocks. 
Sprout  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  clouds,  « 
And  over-look  their  grafters  ? 

Bour,  Normans f  but  baftard  NormaKS,  Norman  baftards* 
Mort  de  ma  'vie  !  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  foggy  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-iliotten  Ifle  of  Albion* 

Con,  Dieu  de  Batailles!  why,  whence  have  they  this 
mettle  ? 

Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw  and  dull  ?  » 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fur-reyn'd  jades,  their  barly-broth, 
Deco£l  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  fhallour  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine. 
Seem  frofty  ?  Oh  !  for  honour  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  hang  Hke  frozen  Ificles 
Upon  our  houfe-tops,  while  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  blood  in  our  rich  fields. 
Poor,  we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  Lordst 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour. 
Our  Madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out  j  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  Englijh  youth. 
To  new- Itore  Frizrc^  with  baftard  warriors, 

Bour,  They  bid  us  to  the  Englijh  dancing- fchools. 
And  teach  Lavalta^s  high  and  fwift  Curranto's  j 
Saying  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels. 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  run-awayff. 

Fr,  King,  Where  is  Mountjoy  the  Herald  ?  fpeed  hinx 
hcHce, 

Let  him  greet  England  with  our  (harp  defiance. 
Up,  Princes,  and  with  fpirit  of  honour  edg'd 
Yet  /harper  than  your  fwoids,  hie  to  the  field  ! 
Charles  Ddabreth,  high  Conflabie  of  France  ^ 

You 
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You  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 

jilanfon,  Brabant ^  Bar  and  Burgundy, 

Jaques  Cbatillion,  Ramhures,  Vaudemont, 

Beaumont,  Grandpree,  RouJJie,  and  Faulconbridgif 

Loys,  Lejirak,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charoloys, 

High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  and  Knights 

For  your  great  feats  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames ; 

Bar  Harry  England,  that  fwceps  through  our  land 

With  penons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur  : 

Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  ihow 

Upon  the  vallies,  whofe  low  vaflal  feat 

The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon. 

Go  down  upon  him,  you  have  pow*r  enough, 

And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Roan 

Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con,  This  becomes  the  Great. 
Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  fo  few, 
i^is  foldiers  fick,  and  fami/ht  in  their  march  J 
For  I  am  fure  when  he  fliall  lee  our  army, 
He*ll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear, 
And  for  atchievement  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr,  King,  Therefore,  Lord  Conftable,  halle  on  Mountjoyi 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend 
To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  fhaJl  liay  with  us  in  Roan. 
Dau,  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 
Fr,  King,  Be  patient,  for  you  ihall  remain  with  us* 
Now  forth,  Lord  Conftable,  and  Princes  all  j 
And  quickiy  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.  [Exiunt% 
SCENE    V.    The  Engliih  Camp, 
Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 
G&w,  How  now,  captain  Fluellen,  come  you  from  tlie 
bridge  ? 

Flu.  I  afiurc  you  there  is  very  excellent  ferviccs  com-* 
Siitted  at  the  pridge. 

Goiv.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu,  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga-^ 
memnon,  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  fovil, 
and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  living, 
do4  fljy  uttermoft  pov^er,    Ha  i%  not,  God  be  praifed  and 

pleiTedi 
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plcffed,  any  hurt  in  the  orld  ;  he  is  maintain  the  pridge 
moft  valiantly  with  excellent  difcipline.  There  is  an  An- 
cient lieutenant  there,  I  think  in  my  very  confcience  he 
is  as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony,  and  he  is  a  man  of 
no  eftimation  in  the  orld,  but  I  did  fee  him  do  gallant 
fervices. 

Gfjiu,  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu,  He  is  call'd  Ancient  Pijiol* 

G01V,  I  know  him  not. 

Enter  Piftol, 

Flu,  Here  is  the  man. 

Fiji,  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours: 
The  Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  iwell. 

Flu,  I,  I  praife  Got,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love  at  k's 
hands. 

Fiji,  Bardolphy  a  foldier  firm  and  found  of  heart 
And  buxom  valour,  hath  by  cruel  fate 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel. 
That  Goddefs  blind  that  Hands  upon  the  rolling  reftJefs 
ftone  

Flu.  By  your  patience.  Ancient  Pijiol:  Fortune  13 
painted  with  a  muffler  pefore  her  eyes,  to  fignifie  to  you  that 
fortune  is  plind ;  and  (he  is  painted  alfo  with  a  wheel,  to 
fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  (he  is  turning 
and  inconftant,  and  mutabilities  and  variations  5  and  her 
foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  fpherical  ftone,  which 
rowles  and  i-owles  and  rowles  j  in  good  truth,  the  Poet 
makes  a  moft  excellent  defcription  of  it :  fortune  is  an  ex- 
cellent moral. 

Fiji,  Fortune  is  Bardolph^s  foe,  and  frowns  on  him  ; 
For  *  he  hath  ftol'n  a  Fix,  and  hanged  muft  a*  be  j  dam- 
ned death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  futTocate  ; 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death 
For  Fix  of  little  price.    Therefore  go  fpeak, 
The  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice  j 

♦  This  is  conformable  to  hiftory,  a  foldier  [Hall  tells  us  Hitt,  V, 
year  3.  fol.  14  ]  being  hang'd  at  this  time  for  iuch  a  fadt, 

Ani 
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And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny-cord,  and  vile  reproach. 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu»  Ancient  Pijioly  I  do  partly  under ftand  your  meaning, 

Piji,  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

F/«.  Certainly,  Ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at ; 
for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  prother,  I  would  defire  the 
*  Duke  to  ufe  his  goot  pleafure  and  put  him  to  executions  j 
for  difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed, 

Pift,  Die  and  be  damn'd,  and  Figo  for  thy  fricndfliip ! 

Flu,  It  is  well. 

Ptjf.  The  fig  of  Spain   [Exit  PilioL 

Flu,  Very  goot. 

G(m},  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  ralcal,  I  re- 
member him  now  5  a  bawd,  a  cut-purfe. 

Flu,  ril  aflure  you,  he  utterM  as  prave  ords  at  the 
pridge  as  you  fhall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day ;  but  it  is  very 
well  5  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well  I  warrant 
you,  when  time  is  fervc. 

Gow,  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return  into 
London^  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  Such  fellows  are 
perfedt  in  the  great  commanders  names,  and  they  will  learn 
you  by  rote  where  fervices  were  done  5  at  fuch  and  fuch  a 
fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a  convoy  j  who  came  off 
bravely,  who  was  ihot,  who  difgrac'd,  what  terms  the 
enemy  ttood  on  5  and  this  they  con  perfedJy  in  the  phrafe 
of  war,  which  th^y  trick  up  with  new-turned  oaths :  and 
what  a  beard  of  the  General's  cut,  and  a  horrid  fute  of 
the  camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles  and  ale-wafh'd 
wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on.  But  you  muft  learn 
to  know  fuch  (landers  of  the  age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  mar- 
velloufly  millook. 

Flu,  I  tell  you  what,  captain  G<nver  5  I  do  perceive  he 
is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fhew  to  the  orld 
he  is  J  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat  I  will  tell  him  my  mind  j 
hear  you,  the  King  is  coming,  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him 
from  the  pridge. 
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S  C  E  N  E  VI. 
Drum  and  Colours,  Enter  the  King  and  bis  poor  Soldiers, 
Fl$,  God  plefs  your  Majefty  ! 

K.  Henry,  How  now,  Fluel/en,  cam'il  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

F/u.  I,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty :  the  Duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintain^  the  pridgej  the  French  h 
gone  off,  look  you ,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 
pafTages ;  marry  th'  athverfary  was  have  poffeflion  of  the 
pridge,  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of  Exeter 
is  mafter  of  the  pridge  :  I  can  tell  your  Majefty,  the  Duke 
is  a  prave  man. 

K.Henry,  What  men  have  you  loft,  Fluellenf 

Flu,  The  perdition  of  th*  athverfary  hath  been  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great  5  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think 
the  Duke  hath  loll  never  a  man  but  one  that  is  like  to  be 
executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolpb,  if  your  Ma- 
jefty know  the  man  :  his  face  k  all  bu-buckles  and  whelks 
and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire,  and  his  h'ps  plows  at  his 
nofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  fometimes  plue,  and 
Sometimes  red  ;  but  his  nofe  is  executed  and  his  fire's  out* 

K.  Henry,  We  would  have  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  off, 
And  give  exprefs  charge  that  in  all  opr  march 
There  fhall  be  nothing  taken  from  the  villages 
But  ftiali  be  paid  for,  and  no  French  upbraided 
Or  yet  abufed  in  difdainful  language ; 
When  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  kingdoms. 
The  gentler  gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

Tucket  founds.    Enter  Mountjoy, 

Mount,  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K.  Henry,  Well  then,  I  know  thee  j  what  ftwU  I  kno^V 
of  thee  ? 

Mount,  My  maftcr*8  mind. 

K.Henry.  Unfold  it. 

Mount,  Thus  fays  my  King  j  Say  thou  to  HdrryEnglandy 
Although  we  feemed  dead,  we  did  but  deep : 
Advantage  is  a  better  foldicr  than  raftinefs. 
Tell  him,  we  could  d^tHarfieur  have  rebuk'd  him. 
But  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury 
'Till  it  were  rirc.   Now  fpwk  we  on  our  cue. 

4  With 
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With  voice  imperial :  England  ihall  repent 

His  folly,  fee  his  weaknefs,  and  admire 

Our"  fuff 'ranee.    Bid  him  therefore  to  confider 

What  muft  the  ranfom  be,  which  muft  proportion 

The  loiTes  we  have  born,  the  fubje£ls  we 

Have  loft,  and  the  difgrace  we  have  digefted ; 

To  anfwer  which,  his  pettinefs  would  bow  under* 

Firft  for  our  lofs,  too  poor  is  his  Exchequer  j 

For  the  effufion  of  our  blood,  his  army 

Too  faint  a  number;  and  for  (ur  difgrace, 

Ev'n  his  own  perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet 

A  weak  and  worthlefs  fatisfadion. 

To  this,  defiance  add  \  and  for  conclufion. 

Tell  him  he  hath  betray 'd  his  followers, 

Whofe  condemnation  is  pronounc'd.    So  far 

My  King  and  mailer  j  and  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henyy.  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality* 

Amount.  Motintjoy, 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doll  thy  office  fairly.  Turn  thee  back 
And  tell  thy  King,  Idonotfeek  him  now. 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment  J  for  to  fay  the  footh, 
(Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 
My  people  are  with  ficknefsmuch  enfeebled. 
My  numbers  leflen'd  j  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French  j 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  hef  ald^ 
I  thought  upon  one  pair  of  Englijh  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen,    Yet  forgive  me,  Cod, 
That  I  do  brag  thus;  this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  I  mul>  repent. 
Go  therefore,  tell  thy  raafter  here  I  am ; 
My  ranfom  is  this  frail  and  vvorchlefs  trunk ; 
My  army  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard  : 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on, 
^hcM^h  France  himfelf  and  fuch  another  neighbour 
Stand  in  our  way.    There's  for  thy  labour,  Mcfunrjop 
Go  bid  thy  matter  well  advife  himfelf: 
Jf  we  m^y  pafs^  we  will  j  if  we  be  hiader'd* 
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We  ihall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Difcolour  }  and  fo,  Mountjoy,  fare  you  well ! 
The  fum  of  all  our  anlwer  is  but  this  j 
We  would  not  feek  a  battle  as  we  arc, 
Yet  as  we  are,  we  fay  we  will  not  fliun  it : 
So  tell  your  mailer. 
Mount.  I  fhall  deliver  fo  J  thanks  to  your  Highnefs. 

[Exit. 

Glou.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
K.  Henry»  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs  : 
March  to  the  bridge  j  it  now  draws  toward  night  j 
Beyond  the  rivet  we'll  encamp  our  feJves, 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  a-way,  [Eiceunt, 
SCENE  VII. 
72>£  French  Camp  near  Agincourt. 
Enter  the  Confiahle  of  France,  the  J^ord  Rambures,  Cr» 
leans.  Dauphin,  ivith  others. 
Con.  Tut,  I  have  the  beft  armour  of  the  world- 
Or/.  You  have  an  excellent  armour  j  but  let  my  horfe 
have  his  due. 

Corj.  It  is  the  bell  horfe  of  Europe-. 
Or/.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau,  My  Lord  of  Or  leans  and  my  Lord  high  Con  liable,  • 
you  talk  of  horfe  and  armour  ? 

Or/.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  Prince  in 
the  world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this  !  I  will  not  change  my 
hnrfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pallerns  5  he  bounds 
from  the  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs-,  when  I  be- 
Uride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  hawk  5  he  trots  the  air,  the 
earth  fings  when  he  touches  it  5  the  bafell  horn  of  his 
hoof  is  more  mufical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes, 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  a  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  th :  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beaft  for 
Perfeui  j  he  is  puie  air  and  fire  ;  and  the  dall  elements  of 
earth  and  w.iter  never  appear  in  him,  but  only  in  patient 
Itilnefs  while  his  rider  mounts  him  j  he  is  indeed  a  lioife, 
and  all  other  jades  you  may  call  beall?. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  Lprd,  it  is  a  moil  abfo'ute  and  ex- 
cell'^nt  horfe. 

VcL.  V,  T  ■  Dsiw 
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Dau,  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys,  his  neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  ho- 
mage., 

Or/.  No  more,  coufin. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot  from  the 
rifing  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  deferv- 
ed  praife  on  my  palfrey  ;  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as  the 
fea  :  turn  the  fands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my  horfe  is 
argument  for  them  all  j  'tis  a  fubjed  for  a  Sovereign  to 
reafon  on,  and  for  a  Sovereign's  Sovereign  to  ride  on  j  and 
for  the  world,  familiar  to  us  and  unknown,  to  Jay  apart 
their  particular  funftions  and  wonder  at  him.  I  once 
writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife,  and  began  thus,  Wonder  of 
nature  

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  miflrefs. 
Dau,  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  1  compos'4 
to  my  courfer  j  for  my  horfe  is  my  miilrefs. 
Orl,  Your  miftrefs  bears  well. 

Dau,  Me  well,  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and  per* 
fe£lion  of  a  good  and  particular  miftrefs. 

Con.  Methought  yefterday  your  miftrefs  ihrewdly  fhoolc 
your  back. 

Dmu.  So  perhaps  did  your^. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O  then  belike  /he  was  old  and  gentle,  and  you 
rode  like  a  Kerne  of  Ireland^  your  French  hofe  off,  and 
in  your  ftrait  trouflers. 

Con,  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanftip, 

Dau.  Be  warned  by  me  then  ;  they  that  ride  fo  and  ride 
not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs  j  I  had  rather  have  my 
horfe  j:o  my  miftrefs. 

Qin,  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  miilrefs  a  jade. 

t)au,  I  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  her 
o\|'n  hair. 

Con,  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a 
foi  to  my  miftrefs. 

jQau,  Le  cbien  eji  retourni  a  Jon  propre  'vomijfement ^ 
la  thijs  lavee  au  bourhhr  5  thou  mak'ft-ufe  of  any  thing, 

Co»."Yet  do  J  not  ule  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs,  or  any 
fuch  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe# 
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Ram,  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  armout  that  I  faw  ia 
your  tent  to-night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs  upon  it  ? 
Con.  Stars,  my  Lord. 

Dau,  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con,  And  yet  my  /ky  (hall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fuperfluoull)^, 
Vid  'twere  more  honour  fome  were  away. 

Con.  Ev*n  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who  would 
trot  as  well  were  fome  of  your  brags  difmounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and 
tny  way  /hall  be  paved  with  Englifi  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  fhould  be  fac'd  out  of 
my  way  ;  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would  fain 
1)e  about  the  ears  of  the  Englijh, 

Ram,  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  Eng" 
iijh  prifoners  ? 

Con,  You  muft  firft  go  yourfelf  to  hazard  ere  you  have 
them. 

Dau,  'Tis  midnight,  1*11  go  arm  myfelft  [Exit^ 
Orl,  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 
Ram,  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englijh, 
Con,  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 
Or/.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  Lady,  he's  a  gallant 
Prince. 

Con,  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  flie  may  tread  out  the  oath. 
Or/.  He  is  fimply  the  moft  a<Stive  gentleman  in  France, 
Cor,  Doing  is  adivity,  and  he  will  itill  be  doing. 
Or/.  He  never  did  harm  that  I  heard  of. 
Con,  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow  3  he  will  keep  that 
gcod  name  ftill. 
Or/,  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con,  I  was  told  that  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than 
you. 

Or/,  What's  he  ? 

Con,  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf,  and  he  faid  hocar'd 
not  who  knew  it.  *  SCENE 
•  who  knew  it. 

Orl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 
Con.  By  my  faith,  Sir,  but  it  is  j  never  any  body  faw  it  but  hia 
j^cqucy  i  'ti$  a  hoQdcd  valour,  ;»nd  when  it  appears  it  will  abate. 
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SCENE    VIII.    Enter  a  MeJJengar. 
Meff.  My  Lord  high  ConftabJe,  the  Englip  Jye  withi» 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 
Con,  Who  hath  meafurM  the  ground  ? 
Mejjr,  The  Lord  Grandpree. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  gentleman.  Would  it 
were  day  !  Alas  poor  Harry  oi  England,  he  longs  not  for 
the  dawning  as  we  do. 

OrL  What  a  wretched  and  peeviih  follow  is  this  King  of 
England^  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  fo  far  out 
of  his  knowledge  I 

Con.  Jf  the  Eftglijh  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
run  away. 

OrL  That  they  lack  ;  for  if  their  heads  had. any  \nt 
telledlual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy 
head- pieces. 

Ram.  That  ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  crea-^' 
tures ;  their  maftifFs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

OrL  Foolifh  curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of 
a  RuJJian  Bear,  and  have  their  heads  crulh'd  like  rotten 
apple?.  You  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  Flea  that 
dares  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  Juft,  juft  ;  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with  the 
maftilfs  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their 
wits  with  their  wives  j  and  then  give  them  great  meals 
of  beef,  and  iron  and  Iteel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves,  and 
fight  hke  devils. 

OrL  Ay  5  but  thefe  Englijh  are  ihr^wdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Til' n  fhaii  we  find  to-morrow  they  have  only  fto- 
machs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm  | 
come,  fhall  we  about  it  ? 

Ok/  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with,  'Vnere  is  flaitery  in  friendship, 

OrL  And  I  w:l!  take  up  that  with.  Give  the  Devil  hii  duf. 

Con  We'I  placM  ;  there  itands  your  friend  for  the  devil  j  have 
at  the  very  eye  of  ihat  proverb  with,  A  fox  ef  the  devil. 

Grl.  You  ire  the  better  atpiovcrba,  by  how  much  A  fool's  bolt  is 
Joon  pM. 

Con.  You  have  fhot  over. 

Crl.  'Tis  not  the  firit  time  you  were  over-fljot. 

,  SCENE— 
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Or/.  'TIs  two  a  clock  j  but  (Jet  me  fee)  by  ten 
Wc  lhail  have  each  a  hundred  Evglijhtnen»  [^Exeunt^ 
Mnter  Chorus. 

Cbo,  Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time, 
"When  creeping  murmur  and  the  poring  daik 
Fills  the  wide  veflel  of  the  univerle. 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night. 
The  hum  of  either  arm  ftilly  founds, 
That  the  fixt  centinels  almoft  receive 
The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other*  s  watch. 
.Fire  anfwers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  Haines 
Each  battle  fees  the  other  *s  umberM  face. 
Steed  threatens  fteed  in  high  and  boaftful  neighs 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear  }  and  from  the  tents^ 
The  armourers  accomplifhing  the  knights. 
With  bufy  hammers  clofing  rivets  up. 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll  5 
And  the  third  hour  of  drowAe  morning's  namM* 
Proud  of  their  numbers  and  fecure  in  foul. 
The  confident  and  ovcr-lufty  French 
For  the  low -rated  Englijk  play  at  dice  ; 
And  chide  the  cripple  tcrdy- edited  night. 
Who  hke  a  foul  and  ugly  witch  does  limp 
So  tedioufly.    The  poor  condemned  Englijh^ 
Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  morning's  danger  :  and  their  gejflure  fad 
In  wafted  lank-lean  cheeks  and  war-  worn  coat3^ 
Prefenteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 
So  many  horrid  ghof^s.    Who  now  beholds 
The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band 
Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent. 
Let  him  cry,  Praife  and  glory  on  his  head  ! 
For  forth  he  goes  and  vifits  all  his  hofl-. 
Bids  them  good-morrow  with  a  modefl  fifiile. 
And  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen* 
Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note 
How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him  j 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  iot  of  colour  ^ 
.    T  3  Unto 
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\}nto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night  : 

B^t  fre/hly  looks  and  over-bears  attaint. 

With  chcarful  femblance  and  fweet  MajefJ-y  : 

That  ev*ry  wietch  pining  and  paie  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks. 

A  largcfs  univerfal  like  the  fun 

His  libVal  eye  doth  give  to  ev'ry  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.    Then,  mean  and  gentle  all, 

Behold  (as  may  unworthinefs  define) 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night. 

And  fo  our  Icene  muft  to  the  battel  fly  : 

Where,  O  for  pity  !  we  lhall  much  difgrace. 

With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

(Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) 

The  name  of  Agincourt*    Yet  fit  and  fee. 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mockVies  be.  [£x//. 

A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

^'he  Eugliih  Camp  at  Agincourt. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford,   and  Gloucefler. 
K.  Benry.  Q^LO^STERy  *tis  true  that  we  are  in  great 
danger. 

The  greater  therefore  ihould  our  courage  be. 
Good-monow,  hrcihti  Bedford :  God  Almighty  ! 
There  is  fume  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  obfei  vingly  diflil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  itirrers, 
Whirh  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry. 
Bfciidcsj  they  are  our  outward  confciences, 
And  preachers  to  us  ail  j  admonishing 
That  we  fhouid  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Good-morrow,  old  Sir  Tbomas  E'pingbam  : 
A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churli/h  turf  of  France, 

Erpiftg.  Not  fo,  my  Liege  ;  this  lodging  likes  me  better. 
Since  1  ni^^y  fay.  Now  lye  I  like  a  King. 

Kc  Uifiry,  'Tis  gcod  for  men  to  love  their  prtfcnt  pain 

Upon 
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Upon  example  5  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed  : 

And  when  the  mind  is  quickenM,  out  of  doubt 

The  organs,  though  detund  and  dead  before. 

Break  up  their  drowfie  grave,  and  newly  move 

With  calted  flough  and  frefh  celerity. 

Lend  me  thy  cloak,  Sir  Thomas  :  brothers  both. 

Commend  me  to  the  Ptinces  in  our  camp  : 

Do  my  good-morrow  to  them,  and  anon 

Defire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

G/ou.  We  fhall,  my  Liege. 

Erping,  Shall  I  attend  your  Grace  ? 

K.  Henry,  No,  my  good  Knight, 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  Lords  of  England  : 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  a  while. 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erping,  The  Lord  in  heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry  / 

[Exeunt, 

K.  Henry,  God  a  mercy  old  heart,  thou  fpeak'ft  chear- 
fully. 

SCENE  IL     Enter  Piftol. 

Pift,  Slui  -va  la? 

K  Henry,  A  IxitnA. 

Pijh,  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  officer. 
Of  art  thou  bafe,  common  and  popular  ? 

K  Henry.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company* 

Pift,  TraiPft  thou  the  puiffant  pike  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ev'n  fo  ;  what  are  you  ? 

Piji.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 

K.  Henry,  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  King. 

Pift.  The  King's  a  bawcock  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame. 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moil  valiant : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  ihoe,  and  from  my  heart-ftring 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name? 

K.  Henry,  Harry  le  Roy. 

Pift.  LeRoy !  a  Corniftj  name  :  art  thou  of  Cornijh  crew  ? 
K.  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  JVelJhwtan» 
,  Pift.  Know^ft  thou  Fluellen  f 
K,  Henry,  YeSt 
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Pifi.  Tell  him  Til  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate 
Upon  St.  David's  day. 

K.  Henry,  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap 
that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

P//?.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Henry,  And  his  kinfman  too# 

Pi/}.  The  Figo  for  thee  then  ! 

K.  Henry,  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you. 

Pi/}.  My  name  is  PiplcaWd. 

K*  Henry,  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefj. 

[Manet  King  Hcjiry« 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gowcr. 

Ccw.  Captain  FlufUcn, 

Flu,  So  J  in  the  name  of  ChefuCbriJl^  fpeak  fewer  t 
it  is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  orld,  when 
the  true  and  auncient  prerogatlfes  and  laws  of  the  wars  i« 
not  kept;  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the 
wars  of  Pompey  the  Great,  you  lhall  find,  I  warrant  you, 
that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle  nor  pibble  pabble  in  Pom- 
/>9''s  camp :  I  warrant  you,  you  ftiall  find  the  ceremo- 
nies of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of 
it,  and  the  fobrieties  of  it>  and  the  modefty  of  it  to  be 
otherwifc. 

Goiv.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud,  you  hear  him  all  night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  afs  and  a  foo],  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  (hould  alfo,  look 
you,  be  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb  ?  in 
your  own  confcience  now  ? 

Goiu.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you  and  b^feech  you,  that  you  will, 

K.  Henry.  Tho'  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fafihion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valoiy:  in  this  JVelJhman, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  three  Soldiers,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and 
Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
wi)ich  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be,  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
defire  the  arproach  of  day* 
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WilL  We  fee  yonder ^the^eginning  of  the  day,  but  I 
think  we  fhall  never  fee  the  end  of  it*    Who  goes  there  ? 

K.  Henry,  A  friend. 

IVill.  Under  what  captain  ferve  you  ? 

K.  Henry.  Under  Sir  Thomas  Erfingbam, 

Will,  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  moft  kind  gen- 
tleman :  I  pray  you  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 

K.  Henry,  Even  as  men  wreckM  upon  a  fand,  that 
look  to  be  wafliM  off  the  next  tide. 

Batei,  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 

K.  Henry,  No  j  nor  is  it  meet  he  fhould  :  for  though  I 
fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the'King  is  but  a  man  as  I  am  : 
the  violet  fmells  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me ;  the  element 
ihcws  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  fenfes  have  but  hu- 
man conditions.  His  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  hisnakednefs 
he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  tho*  his  affeftions  are  higher 
mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they  Itoop,  they  ftoop  with 
the  like  wing  j  therefore  when  he  fees  reafon  of  fears  as 
we  do,  his  fears  out  of  doubt  be  of  the  fame  relifh  as  ours 
are  ;  yet  in  reafon  no  man  (hould  poffefs  him  with  any 
appearance  of  fear,  left  he,  by  /hewing  it,  fhould  diflieart- 
en  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  Ihew  what  outward  courage  he  will ;  but 
I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifh  himfelf  in 
the  Thames  up  to  the  neck  j  and  fo  I  would  he  werej  and 
I  by  him  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience  of 
the  King  j  I  think  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where 
but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone ;  fo  fhould  he 
be  fure  to  be  ranfomed,  and  many  poor  mens  lives  faved, 

K.  Henry,  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wifh 
him  here  alone  j  howfoever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other 
mens  minds.  Methinks  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo  con- 
tented as  in  the  King's  company  j  his  caufe  being  juft, 
and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

JVilL  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fhould  feek  after  ;  for  we 
know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  fubjedts :  if 
his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  King  wipes  the; 
crime  of  it  out  of  us.  WilU 
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IVill.  But  If  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  King  hinjfelf 
hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make  j  when  alJ  thole  legs  and 
arms  and  heads  chop'd  off  in  a  battel  fliall  join  together 
at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all  JVe  ciy'd  at  Juch  a  place  j  fomc 
fwearing,  fome  crying  for  a  furgeon  j  fome  upon  their 
wives  Jeft  poor  behind  them  j  fome  upon  the  debts  they 
owe  j  fome  upon  their  children  rawly  Jefr.  I  am  afearM 
there  are  few  die  well  that  die  in  battle  ^  for  how  can  thejf 
charitably  difpofe  of  any  thing  when  blood  is  their  argu- 
ment ?  now  if  thefe  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  beabhck 
matter  for  the  King  that  led  them  to  it,  whom  lo  difobey 
Were  againft  all  proportion  of  rubje<£tion. 

K.  Henry,  So  if  a  fon  that  is  fent  by  his  father  about 
merchandize,  do  fall  into  fome  lewd  aclion  and  mifcarry, 
the  imputation  of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule,  fliould  be 
impofed  upon  his  father  that  fent  him  ;  or  if  a  fervant  un- 
der his  mailer's  command  tranfporting  a  fum  of  mony,  be 
afiail'd  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconcii'd  iniquities, 
you  may  call  the  bufmefs  of  the  mafter  the  author  of  the 
fervant's  damnation  ;  but  this  is  not  fo  :  the  King  is  not 
bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of  his  foldiers,  the 
father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  mafter  of  his  fervant  j  for  they 
purpofe  not  their  death  when  they  purpofe  their  fervices, 
Befides,  there  is  no  King,  be  his  caufe  never  fofpotlefs,  if 
it  come  to  the  arbitrement  of  fwords,  can  try  it  out  with 
all  unfpotted  foldiers :  fome  peradventure  have  on  them  the 
guiJt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  murther  5  fome  of  be- 
guiling virgins  with  the  broken  feals  of  perjury  5  fome 
making  the  wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the 
gentle  bofom  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now  if 
thefe  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and  out^run  native  pu* 
«iiihmcnt  j  though  they  can  out-ftrip  men,  they  have  no 
wings  to  fly  from  God.  War  is  his  bedel,  war  is  his  ven- 
geance J  fo  that  here  men  are  punifhed  for  former  breach 
of  the  King's  laws  in  the  Kings's  quarrel  now  :  where  they 
feared  the  death,  they  have  born  life  away,  and  where 
they  would  be  fafe,  they  perifh.  Then  if  they  die  unpro- 
vided, no  more  is  the  King  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than 
he  was  before  guilty  of  thofe  impieties  for  which  they  are 
|iow  vifitcd.    Every  fubje^l*s  duty  is  the  King's,  but  every 

iubjeft's 
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fubjcd's  fdul  is  his  ov/n.  Therefore  fliould  every  foldier 
in  the  wars  do  ?is  every  fick  man  in  his  bed,  wa/h  every 
moth  out  of  his  confcience  :  and  dying  fo,  death  is  to  him 
advantage  j  or  not  dying,  the  time  was  well  fpent  wherein  < 
fuch  preparation  was  gained ;  and  in  him  that  efcapes  it 
were  not  fin  to  think,  that  making  God  fo  free  an  offer, 
he  Jet  him  out-live  that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs,  and  to 
teach  others  how  they  ihould  prepare. 

IVilL  *Tis  certain  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is  up- 
on his  own  head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates,  I  do  not  defire  he  fhould  anfwer  for  me,  and  yet 
I  determine  to  fight  lulHly  for  him. 

Kn  Henry,  I  myfelf  heard  the  King  fay  he  would  not 
be  rarfjm'd. 

Will,  Ay,  he  faid  fo  to  make  us  fight  chearfulJy ;  but 
when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  we 
ne'er  the  wifer, 

K.  Henry,  \i  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  (ruft  his  word 
after. 

Will,  You  pay  him  then  ;  that's  a  perilous  /hot  out  of 
anr  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  do 
againft  a  Monarch  !  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the 
fun  tb  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  peacock's  fea- 
ther :  you'll  never  truft  his  word  after  !  come,  *tisa  foolifli 
faying. 

K.  Henry,  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round  j  I 
fliould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us  if  you  live, 

K.  Henry,  I  embrace  it. 

WilL  How  fliall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear 
it  in  my  bonnet :  then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknowledge  it, 
I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

Will,  Here's  my  glove ;  give  me  another  of  thine, 

K.  Henry.  There. 

WilL  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  cap  5  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay  after  to-morrow,  This  is  my  glove  \ 
by  this  hand,  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

Kr^Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hangM. 

K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry,  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in 
the  King's  company. 

IVilL  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 

Bateu  Be  friends,  you  Englijh  fools,  be  fp'ends  ;  we 
have  French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  rec- 
kon. [Exeunt  Soldiers^ 
SCENE   IV.  * 

K.  Henry,  Upon  the  King  !  let  us,  our  Jives,  our  fouls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children  and 
Our  fins.  Jay  on  the  King  j  he  muft  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition,  and  twin-born  with  greatnefs, 
Subje£led  to  the  breath  of  ev*ry  fool, 
Whofe  fenfe  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringingc 
What  infinite  hearc-eafe  mull:  Kings  negle£l. 
That  private  men  enjoy  !  and  what  have  Kings 
That  privates  have  not  too,  fave  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  Ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  God  art  thou  ?  that  fuffer'ft  mor.f 
Of  mortal  griefs  than  do  thy  worfliippers. 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  } 
O  Ceremony,  tell  me  but  thy  worth  : 
What  is  thy  fhew  of  adoration  ? 
Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  place,  degree  and  form. 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  fear'd. 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink*li  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fweet, 

But  poifonM  flattery  ?  O  be  fick,  great  Gresitners, 

And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'ft  thou  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Can'ft  thou,  when  thou  ccmmand'ft  the  beggar's  knee. 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?  no,  thou  proud  dream. 

That  play'il  fo  fubtly  with  a  King's  repofe  5 

»       S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

K  Htnry,  Indeed  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French  crowns  to 
one  th -y  wi'l  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  upon  their  fhoulders  ; 
but  it  is  ':o  Englijh  treafon  to  cut  French  crowns,  and  to-morrow  the 
King  himfelf  will  be  a  clipper. 
UpOA  the  King ! 

3  .  ^ 
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I  am  a  King  that  find  thee  j  and  I  know 

'Tib  not  the  balm,  the  Tcepter  and  the  ball. 

The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial* 

The  enter-tiflbed  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 

The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  King, 

The  throne  he  fits  on,  nov  the  tide  of  pomp 

That  beats  upon  the  high  fTiore  of  this  world  j 

No,  not  all  thefe  thrice-gorgeous  ceremonies. 

Not  all  thefe  laid  in  bed  majeftical. 

Can  Heep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  Have, 

Who  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind,  > 

Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsful  bread^ 

Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell. 

But  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phcebus  ;  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  fjyflum  j  next  day  after  dawn 

Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfc  5 

And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  : 

And  (but  for  ceremony)  fnch  a  wretch. 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep, 

llath  the  |ore-hand  and  vantage  ol  a  King: 

The  Have,  a  jnember  of  the  country's  peace, 

Enjoys  it,  but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots 

What  watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 

Whofe  hours  the  peafint  bell  advant'Jges. 

SCENE    V.     Enter  Erpingham* 

Erp,  My  Lord,  your  Nobles  jealous  of  your  abr^ncc. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you, 

K,  Henry ^  Good  old  Knight, 
Colled:  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

j:r|&.  I  fhall  do't,  my  Lord.  f^-*'* 

K.  Henry,  O  God  of  battels !  fteel  my  foldiers-  hcaiis^ 
Pollefs  them  not  with  fear :  take  from  them  now 
i  The  fenfe  of  reckoning  of  th'  oppofed  numbers 
'  Which  ftand  before  them  1  Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compafiing  the  crown ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new, 

!  ^  Vol.  V.  U  And 
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And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tears,  * 

Than  from  it  ifTu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 

Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 

Who  twice  a  day  their  wither  d  hands  hold  up 

Toward  heaven  to  pardon  blood  :  and  I  have  bulk 

'Two  chauntries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  pviefts 

Sing  IHll  for  Richard's  foul.    More  will  I  do  ^ 

The'  aTl'that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth. 

Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  aU, 

Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 
Glou.  My  Liege  ! 

K.  Henry.  My  brother <?/^^f^*s  voice  ? 
I  know  thy  errand,  1  will  go  with  thee: 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  ii^ay  for  me.  [  Erfoasf. 
SCENE    Vf.  'I'heYrtnc\iCamp. 
Enter  the  Dauphin.,  Orleans,  Rambares  and  Beaiimor/ 
OrL  The  fun  doth  gi!d  our  armour,  up,  my  Lords.  * 
Cor..  To  horfe,  you  gallant  Princes,  ftrait  to  horfc  l 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  ftarved  band, 
And  your  fair  fhew  fhall  fuck  away  their  fouls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  fhales  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  ail  our  hands, 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins 
To  give  each  naked  coutelas  a  ftain, 
That  our  French  gallants  fhal|  to-d^y  draw  out, 
Andihe-ath  for  lack  of  fport.    Let's  but  blow  on  them, 

*  —tip,  my  Lords. 

Dau.  Move  Cheval :  my  horfe,  valit^  hi^ui)  :  ha  ? 

Orl.  O  or:;  ve  fpirit  1 

Dau.  Fia  !  Ui  epxix  Gs*  la  Urre. 

Orl.  Rien  fuis  !  le  air  {Vf  fgu. 

Dau.  Cie!^  Coufin  Orleans. 

Enter  Conftablc. 
Ntv.v,  my  Lord  ConHable  i 

Ctn.  Hark  how  our  lleeds  for  prefent  fcrvice  neij^h. 

i)au.  Mount  them  and  make  incilioti  in  their  hiJcS, 
Thai  tlieir  hot  blood  may  ipin  iu  Evglifh  eyc3. 
And  daunt  them  with  lupeiiluous  courage  :  ha! 

R  im.  What,  Will  you  have  them  wctp  onr  horfcs  blood  i 
Hov/  fliaii  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  i 
Enter  Meffenger. 

Mef.  The  Er.^r,jfi  are  cmb^tt^'i'd,  you  Fumh  Pcsrsu 
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The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them* 
*Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  exception.  Lords, 
That  our  fuperfluous  lacqueys  and  ourpeafants^ 
Who  in  unneceffary  adlion  fwarm 
jAbout  our  fquares  of  battel,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  foe  i 
Tho'  we  upon  this  mountain*s  bafis  by 
Took  ftand  for  idle  fpeeulation  : 
But  that  our  honours  muft  not.    What's  to  fay  ^ 
A  very  little,  little,  let  us  do ; 
And  all  is  done.    Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  tucket- fonuance,  and  the  note  to  mount : 
For  our  approach  (hall  fo  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 
Enter  Grandpree. 
Grand.  Why  do  you  ftay  fo  long,  my  Lords  of  Franc6-P^ 
Yon  Ifl and -carrions,  defp'rate  of  their  bones, 
311-favour'dIy  become  the  morning  field: 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
jAnd  our  air  fhakes  them  pafiTing  fcornfuliy. 
Big  Mars  feem  bankrupt  in  their  beggarM  hoft, 
-And  faintly  through  a  rufty  bever  peeps. 
The  horfemen  fit  like  fixed  candleiticks. 
With  torch-llaves  in  their  hand  j  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  drooping  the  hide  and  hips  - 
The  gum  dawn-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes  5 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  jymoH  bitt 
Lyes  foul  with  chaw'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionlefs  ^ 
And  their  executors  the  knavl/h  crows 
Ply  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour- 

Defcription  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  words. 
The  life  of  fuch  a  battel  to  demonftratc. 

In  life  fo  livelefs  as  it  fiiews  it  felf. 

Coff,  They've  faid  their  prayers,  and  they  ftay  for  death* 
Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners  and  frelh  futes. 

And  give  their  falling  horfes  provender,- 

And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

CQfi.  I  (lay  but  for  my  guard  :  on  to  the  field  3 

I  win  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take, 

U  2  And 
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And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.    Come,  come  away, 

The  Tun  is  hi^h,  and  we  out- wear  the  dav.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VII.    The  Englifh  Camp. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Bndford,  Exeter,  Erpingham  ivitb  all 
ihe  Hojl,  Sa]ift)ury  WWeflmoiland, 
Where  is  the  King? 

£ed.  The  King  himielf  is  rode  to  view  their  batte!. 

iVefi.Oi  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore  thoufand* 

Exe,  There's  five  to  one,  befldes  they  are  all  frefh. 

Sal.  God's  arm  ilrilce  with  us !  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  Princes  all  j  Til  to  my  charge. 
If  we  no  more  meet 'tiJl  we  meet  in  heav'n. 
Then  joyfully,  my  noble  Lord  of  Bedfird, 
JMy  dear  Lord  Gle  jier^  and  my  good  X.oT*}i  Exeter ^ 
And  my  kindkinfman,  warriors  all,  adieu  ! 

Bed.  Farewel,  good  Sah/bury^  and  good  luck  go  with  thee  • 

Exe.  Farewel,  kind  Lord:  fight  valiantly  to-day  : 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
Far  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour.  \Mx:t  Sal. 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour  as  of  kijidnefs. 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry, 
fVcfi,  O  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England 
That  do  no  work  to-day  ! 

'  K.  Henry.  What's  he  that  wiihes  fo  ?  j; 
h\y  Qoysdn  rVeJimorland P  no,  my  fait  coufin,  ^ 
Jf  WE  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enoW 
To  do  our  country  lofs :  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  ihare  of  honour. 
God's  will  \  I  pray  thee  wiOi  not  one  man  more* 
By  Jo've  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold. 
Nor  care  I  who  doch  feed  upon  my  coft  ; 
It  yerns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  wear  j 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires : 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  alive. 
No,  'faith,  my  Lord,  wifh  not  a  man  from  England: 
God's  peace,  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  honour 
As  one  man  more,  methinks^  would  fiiare  from  n'e. 
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For  the  bed  hopes  I  have.    Don't  wi/h  one  mortar 

Rather  proclaim  it  [WefimorlancC)  through  my  hoft^ 

That  he  which  hath  no  fl-omach  to  this  fight. 

Let  him  depart,  his  pafTport  fliail  be  made. 

And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfe : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company 

That  fears  his  fellowfhip  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd  the  feaft  of  Crijpian  : 

He  that  out-lives  this  day  and  comes  fafe  home^ 

Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named. 

And  ronze  him  at  the  name  of  Criffian : 

He  that  fliall  live  this  day,  and  fee  old  age. 

Will  yearly  on  the  Vigil  feaft  his  neighbours, 

And  fay.  To-morrow  is  Saint  Cf-ifpian  : 

Then  wilJ  he  Itrip  his  fleeve  and  ihew  his  fears: 

Old  men  forget  j  yet  fhall  not  all  forget. 

But  they'll  remember  with  advantages 

What  feats  they  did  that  day.    Then  fliall  our  nameij 

Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houihoid  words, 

Harry  the  King,  Bedford,  and  Exeter^ 

fVarivick  and  Talbot,  Salijhury  and  CWjler^ 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  frefhly  remember' d. 

This  ftory  fhal)  the  good  man  teach  his  fon  ; 

And  Crijpine  Crijpian  fhall  ne*er  go  by 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 

But  we  in  it  fhall  be  remembered  ; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers ; 

For  he  to-day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me 

Shall  be  my  brother  5  be  he  ne^er  fo  vile. 

This  day  fhall  gentle  his  condition. 

And  gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed 

Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd  they  were  not  here  5 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  wiiile  any  fpeaks 

That  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Crifpian's  day. 

Enter  Salifbury. 
SaL  My  fov'reign  Lord,  beftow  your  felf  with  fpeed  : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battels  fet. 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  be  minds  be  fo, 
PVf/i,  Pcriia  the  man  whofe  miod  is  backward  now  I 

U  3  >:;.  tLnry, 
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K.  Hejiry,  Thou  doft  not  wi/h  more  help  from  England^ 
ecu  fm  ? 

TVefi,  God's  will,  my  L^ege,  would  you  and  I  alone 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  royal  battel ! 

K.  Henry,  Why,  now  thou  haft  unwifh'd  twelve  thou- 
fand  men  : 

Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wi/h  us  one. 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all  ! 
SCENE  VIII.  A  Tucket  founds.  Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount,  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  Kingf/jrry, 
If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound^ 
Before  thy  moft  allured  overthrow  : 
For  certainly  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.    Thus  in  mercy. 
The  Confhble  defires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance  j  that  their  fouls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  thefe  fields  j  where,  wretches,  their  poor  bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mount,  The  Conflable  of  France. 

K,  Henry,  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  farmer  anfwer  baci^  • 
Bid  them  atchieve  me  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  !  why  fliould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  * 
The  man  that  once  d  d  fell  the  lion's  ficin 
While  the  bealt  liv'd,  was  kili'd  with  himting  him. 
And  many  of  our  bodies  (hall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves  ;  upon  the  which,  I  truft. 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  tho'  buried  in  your  dunghil.-, 
They  ihali  be  fam'd  j  for  there  the  fun  fhall  greet  them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heav'n, 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  clime. 
The  fmell  whereof  ihali  breed  a  plague  in  France^  * 

*  - —  a  plague  in  France, 
Mark  then  abotindinji;  valour  in  our  'En^'ijh : 
That  being  dead,  iike  t»  the  bullet's  g  afing, 
Break  out  into  a  iecoad  cotirfc  of  miivhisf, 
Killing  in  reiapfc  of  n; orl.il iry. 
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Let  me  fpcak  proudly  5  tell  the  Conftablc, 
AVe  arc,  but  warriors  for  the  working  day  ; 
Our  gaynefs  and  our  gilt  are  aH  be-fmirch'd 
With  niiny  marching  in  the  pain^l  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hoft  ^ 
Good  argument  I  hope  we  wiU  not  fly  ; 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  llovenry. 
But,  by  tlie  mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  s 
And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  freftier  robes,  for  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  fcldiers*  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  do, 
(As  if  God  pleafe  they  fhall)  my  ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  levy*d*    Herald,  fave  thy  labour. 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfora,  gentle  herald. 
They  fhall  have  none  I  fwear  but  thefe  my  joiats : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  *em  them, 
Shisll  leave  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

Mount.  I  fhall,  King  Harry :  and  fo  fare  thee  welh 
Thou  never  fhalt  hear  herald  any  more,  [Extt^ 
Enter  York. 

Tork*  My  Lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  TorL  Now,  foldiers,  march 
away. 

And  how  thou  plcafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day  !    [^Exeunt ^ 

SCENE  IX.    The  Field  of  Battle. 
Ahrm^Excurfions,  Enter  Pillol,  French  Soldier,  and  Boy, 
Pift,  Yield,  cur. 

Fr.  Sol.  Je  penfe  que  t'sus  eftei  le gentilhcmme  de  bonne 

qualite^ 

Pijl.  Quality  calmy  cufture  me^  art  thou  a  gentleman  ? 
whit  is  thy  name  ?  difcufs. 

Fr.  Sold.  0  Segnicitr  Dieu! 

Eifi»  O  Signieur  Dewe  fhould  be  a  gentleman: 
Perpend  my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark  j 

Signieur  Dewe,  thou  dieft  on  point  of  fox. 
Except >  O  Signieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Xyiegicus  ranfom. 

Fr.  S^h  0  ^rcnncTi  mifericcrdCf  aya  f  itlcdi  moy. 

p:j}. 


236  King  Henry  V. 

Pifl,  Moy  fhail  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  moys  5  or- 
I  will  fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  throat.  In  drops  cf  crim- 
fon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  EJi  il  impojfible  d\f clapper  la  force  detonhrasf 
Pift.  Brals,  cur  ? 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat,  offer"* it  01c 
brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.  0  pardonnex  moy. 

Fiji.  Say* ft  thou  me  To  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  i 
Come  hither.  Boy,  afk  me  this  flave  in  French, 
"What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Efcoutej  comment  ejiei  vous  appelle'f 

Fr.  SoF.  Monjieur  le  Per. 

Boy.  H;i  fays  his  name  is  Mr.  Fer» 

Pift.  Mr.  Perl  I'll  fer  him  and  ferk  him,  and  ferret 
him  :  difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy*  I  do  not  know  the  French  tor  fer,  and  ferret  ^  and 
ferk, 

Pift.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.  ^edit-il,  Monfieur  f 
.  "Boy.  //  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  'vous  vous  teme^s. 
prefty  car  ce  fo/dat  icy  eft  dijpofe  tout  a  cette  heure  de  couper 
*voftre  gorge. 

Pift,  Owy,  cuppelle  gorge  parmafoy  ^fant,  unlefs  thoir 
give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns:  or  mangled  {halt  thou  be 
by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol,  0 ]e  'vom  fupplie pour  V amour  de  Dieu  me  far* 
donner,  je  fnis  gentilhsmme  de  bonne  mafc^n,  gardezi  mA 
•z/;V,  ^  j&  'VOUS  donneray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Pift.  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life,  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  houfe,  and  for  his  ranfom  he  will  give  you  two 
hundred  crowns. 

Pift,  Tell  him  my  fury  fliall  abate,  and  I  the  crowna 
will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  Monfteur,  que  dit-ilf 

Boy.  Encore  quil  eft  centre  fan  jurement  de  pardonner  au- 
cun  prijomiier  :  neantmoins  pour  les  efcus  que  uous  luy  pr-i" 
metteXy  il  eft  content  de  njous  donner  la  lihcrti  de  fravchifg^ 

Fr.  Sol.  S«r  mes  genouiejc  vous  donne  milks  remercimens^ 
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^  je  me  eftimt  heureux  que  je  fuis  tombe  entre  lei  trains  iTun 
Che'valier,  je  fenfe,  le  plui  brave ^  'valiant,  ^  trei  eftime 
^egfiieur  d'  j^gleterre. 

Fiji,  Expound  unto  me,  boy, 

Bsy.  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks,  and 
«rtecms  him fe If  happy,  that  he  hath  fall^ninto  the  hands 
of  one  as  hjt  thinks  the  moft  brave,  valorous,  and  thrice- 
worthy  Signieur  of  E?igland, 

Pift,  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fomc  mercy  fEew* 
Follow  rmt,  cur. 

Boy.  Sui-ve^z  le  g^and  capitaifi.  {^Ex,  Plft.  and  Fr.  SoL 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  ilTue  from  fo  empty  a  heart  * 
but  the:  fong  is  true.  The  empty  'veJJ'el  wakes  the  greatefl 
Jound^  Bardolph  and  Nym  had  ten  times  more  valour  than 
this  roaring  devil  i'  th'  old  play  ;  every  one  may  pare  his 
nails  with  a  wooden  dagger:  yet  they  are  both  hang'd,  and 
fo  would  this  be  if  he  durft  fteal  any  thing  advent'roufly* 
I  mull  (lay  with  the  lacqueys  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp  j 
the  French  might  have  a  ^ood  prey  of  us  if  he  knew  of  it, 
for  there  is  none  to  guard  it  but  boys.  [Exit* 

SCENE  X.    Another  part  of  the  Field  of  Battle, 
Enter  Conftable,Orleans,Bourbon,Dauphin,<3?7^/  Rambures. 

Con,  O  Viable  I 

QrL  0  Segmcur  !  le  Jour  ejl perdu,  tout  eft perdu^ 
Dau»  Mart  de  wa  fie,  ail  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlafting  fliame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.  (_  A Jkort  alarmtr 

0  incfchante  fortune  !  do  not  run  away. 

Con,  "Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke, 

Dau.  O  perdurable  fhame,  let's  ftab  our  felvesr 
Be  thete  the  wretches  that  we  play\l  at  dice  for  ? 

Or  I,  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

Bottr,  Shame  and  eternal  lhame,  nothing  but  lhame  i 

Let  us  die  inftant  once  more  back  again  ! 

The  man  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand 
Like  a  bafe  pander  "hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whiht  by  a  Have,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
Jlis  feireft  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Cm,  Dilorder,  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  now ! 

Let 
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Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

OtL  We  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  field 
To  fmother  up  the  Englijh  in  our  throngs. 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.  The  devil  take  ordernow,  I'll  to  the  throng; 
Let  life  be  fliort,  elfe  fhame  will  be  too  long.  [ExeurtT^ 

S  C  E  N  E  XL 
Alarum,    En^rthe  King  and  his  Train,  vjitb  PrifcMrs, 

K.Henry.  Well  have  we  done,thrice  valiant  countrymen. 
But  all's  not  done,  the  French  yet  keep  the  field. 

Exe.  The  Duke  of  Tork  commends  him  toyourMajcfty. 

K.Henry.  Lives  he,  good  uncle  ?  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  faw  him  down  ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting : 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur  all  bleeding  o*er. 

Exg,  In  which  array,  brave  foldier  !  doth  he  lyt. 
Larding  the  plain  ;  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  honour -owing  wounds) 
The  noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lyes. 
Suffolk  firft  dy'd,  and  Tork  all  haggled  over 
Comes  to  him  wherein  gore  he  lay  infteep'd, 
-And  takes  him  by  the  beard,  kiiTes  the  gaihcs 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face, 
And  cries  aloud,  Tarry ,  my  coufin  Suffolk, 
My  foul  (hall  thine  keep  company  to  hea'vn  : 
Tarry ^  Jiueet  foul,  for  mine,  then  fiy  a-hreaji  j, 
Ai  in  this  glorious  and  ivell-foughten  Jidd 
fVe  kept  together  in  our  chi*valry. 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came  and  chearM  him  up  j 
He  fri^ird  me  in  the  face,  gave  me  his  hand,  ,1? 
AnA  with  a  feeble  gripe  fays.  Dear  my  Lord, 
Commend  my  Jer^vice  to  my  Scvereign  5 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk^  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kift  his  Iips> 
And  fo  efpousM  to  death,  with  blocd  he  fcai'd 
-A  tertament  of  noble- ending  love. 
The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  wouldiiave  flop'dy 
But  I  had  notfo  much  of  man  in  me. 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes 
And  gave  me  up  to  tear9« 
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K.  TTenry;  I  blame  you  not  j 
For  hearing  this  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  miftftil  eyes,  or  they  will  ifTue  too.  [j^hrum^ 
But  hark,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame? 
The  French  have  re-inforc*d  their  fcatterM  men : 
Then  every  foldier  kill  his  prifoners. 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  XII. 
Alarms  continued 5  after  tubich  enter  Fluellen  and  Gower, 

Flu.  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage  !  'tis  exprefly  againft 
the  law  of  armsj  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery,  mark 
you  now,  as  can  be  defired  in  your  confcience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Goto.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and  the 
cowardly  rafcals  that  run  away  from  the  battel  hk' done  this 
flaughter:  befides,  they  have  burn'd  or  carried  away  all 
that  was  in  the  King's  tent  j  wherefore  the  King  moft  wor- 
thily hath  caus'd  ev'ry  foldier  to  cut  his  prifoner's  throat. 

0  'tis  a  gallant  King ! 

Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  vit  Monmouth,  captain  Goiver  ;  what 
•all  you  the  town's  name  where  Alexander  the  pig  was  porn  ? 
Cow.  Alexander  the  Great. 

Flut  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  the  pig,  or  the 
great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnanimous, 
are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafe  is  a  little  variations. 

Go^u.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in  Macedcn, 
his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I  take  it. 

Flu,  I  think  it  is  in  Macedon  where  Alexander  is  porn : 

1  tell  you,  captain,  if  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  orld,  I 
warrant  that  you  fallfindinthecomparifonsbetweenMi2<:^</o« 
^Tid  Monmouth,  that  the  fituations,  look  you,  is  both  alike. 
There  is  a  river  in  Macedon,  there  is  aifo  a  river  at  Mon^ 
tKouth  :  it  is  called  Wye  at  Monmouth,  but  it  is  out  of  my 
praios  what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river  5  but  it  is  all  one, 
*tis  as  like  as  my  fingers  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is  Sal- 
mons in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well,  Harry 
of  MonmQUtFs  life  is  come  after  it  indifferent  well  j  for 
there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander ^  Got  knows  and 
you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths, 
and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  difpleafures,  and 
hit  indignations  5  and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his 

praLis^ 
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prains,  did  in  his  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  his  peS 
if"riend  Clytus. 

Goio,  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kiM . 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu,  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  fini/hed.  % 
/peak  but  in  figures  and  comparifonj  of  it  5  as  Alexander 
kilPd  his  friend  Clytus  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cnps  5  fo 
alfo  Harry  MontKoutb  being  in  his  right  wits  and  his  good 
judgments,  turned  away  the  fat  Knight  with  the  great  pelly- 
doublet  5  he  was  full  of  jeftsand  gypes,  and  knaveries,  and 
mocks  ;  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Gow,  Sir  John  Faljiaff, 

Flu,  That  is  he  :  I  tell  you  there  is  goot  men  porn  at 
Monmouth, 

Gow^  Here  comes  his  Majefty, 

SCENE  xin. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry  loith  Bourbon  and  others 
prifonerSf  Lords  and  Attendants,  Flourish. 

K.  Henry,  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France^ 
Until  this  inftant.    Take  a  trumpet,  herald. 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemcn  on  yon  hill : 
If  tkey  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down. 
Or  void  the  field  j  they  do  offend  oar  fight. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  ^  will  come  to  rhem, 
And  make  them  fker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  ol^AJfyri^in  llings: 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have. 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  Hiall  take 
Shall  t^&K  our  mercy.    Go  and  tell  them  fo. 
Enter  Mountjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege# 

Clou.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Henry,  How  now,  what  mean'il;  thou,  herald  ? 
know'ft  thou  not. 
That  I  ha.ve6n'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  forranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  forranfom  ? 

Mount.  No,  great  King  : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence 
That  wc  may  wander  o'er  tliis  bloody  field, 

T5 
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To  book  our  dcad,,^nd  then  to  bury  them : 

To  fort  our  Nobles  from  our  commen  men  5 

for  many  of  our  Princes  (woe  the  while!) 

LycdrownM  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood : 

So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafanc  limbs 

In  blood  of  Princes,  while  their  wounded  ftecds 

Fret  fet-lock.  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 

Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mafters. 

Killing  them  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  great  King, ' 

To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 

Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Henry,  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald^ 
I  know  not  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no>j 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer 
And  gallop  o'er  the  lield. 

Mount,  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Henry.  Praifed  be  God  and  not  our  ftrengtli  for  it! 
What  is  chiscartlecaU'd  that  ftands  hard  by  ^ 

Mount,  They  call  it  Agincourt. 

K.  Henry,  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincourt,. 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Crifpianuu 

Flu,  Your  grandfjther  of  famous  memory,  an*t  pleafc 
your  Majeily,^  and  your  great  uncle  Ed^.vard  the  pJack- 
Prince  of  JVales,  as  1  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  foug^ht 
a  moft  pravc  pattle  hei  e  in  France, 

K.  Henry,  They  did,  Fluelien, 

Flu,  Your  Majefly  f^vs  very  true  :  if  your  Maje/^Ies  1% 
remember'd  of  it,  the  Welfhrnen  did  good  fervice  in  a  gar- 
den where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  iceks  in  t\it\x  Monmouth 
caps,  which  your  Majeily  knows  to  this  hour  is  an  ho- 
nourable padge  of  the  fervice  J  and  \  do  believe  your  Ma- 
jelly  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  le^k  upon  St.  T^^V'^'sday. 

K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour : 
For  I  am  Weljh^  you  know,  good  cguntryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  walh  your  MajeHyN 
Welfls  plood  out  of  your  pody,  1  can  tell  you  that :  Got 
plefs  and  prcfcrve  it  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  Giaceandhite 

a  jelly  too  ! 

K.  Henry.  Thank?,  good  my  countiyman.  • 

Flu.  B)  CheJJ.u,  I  am  your  IViajeOy's  country manji  care 

V^L,  v.  'X  not 
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TiOt  who  know  it :  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  orld,  I  need 
cot  to  be  a/hamedof  your  Majefty,  praifcdbe  Got,  fo  long 
as  your  Majelty  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Henry,  God  keep  me  fo  f  - 
£w/fr  Williams. 
Our  heralds  go  with  him,  [Exit  Mountjoyi 

Bring  me  mi\  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts.    Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

SCENE  XIV. 

Exe,  Soldier,  you  muH:  come  to  the  King. 

K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear' ft  thou  that  glove  in  thy 
cap? 

fVill.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one 
that  I  /hould  tight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 
K.  He»ry,   An  EngUjhman  ? 

Will,  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  rafcal  that  fwagger'i 
with  me  Jaft  night,  who  if  alive,  and  if  ever  he  dare  ta 
challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take^  him  a  box  o'  th*- 
car  ;  or  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  in  hi.s  cap,,  which  he  fwore 
as  he  was  a  fo-ldicr  ke  wouJd  wear,  (if  alive)  I  will  ftrike  it 
out  foundly. 

K.Henry,  What  think  you,  captain  Flitellen,  is  it  fit 
this  foldier  keep- his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an't  pleafe  your 
Majefty,  in  my  confcience. 

K.  Henry.  It  may  be  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great 
fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu,  Though  he  be  as  goot  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil  is, 
as  Lucifer  2ind  BelzebuB  himfelfj  it  is  necelfary,  look  your 
Grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath  :  if  he  be  per- 
jur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain  and 
a  jackfawce,  as  ever  his  plack  fhoe  trod  upon  Got's  ground 
and  his  earth,  in  my  confcience  law. 

K.  Henry,  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thou 
m^et'ft  the  fellow. 

TVill.  So  I  will,  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Henry.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under  ? 

Will,  Under  captain  Goiver,  my  Liege. 

Flu.  Go'wer  is  a  goot  captain,  and  is  goot  knowledge  and 
literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry,  Call  him  hither  to  me,  foldicr. 

WilL  I  will,  my  Liege.  [E^it. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  Fluellen^  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me, 
and  ftick  it  in  thy  cap  j  when  Alanfon  and  my  felf  were 
down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm  j  if  any 
man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alanjon  and  an  enemy 
to  our  perfon  ;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  apprehend  him 
if  thou  doft  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  honours  as  can  be  de- 
liirM  in  the  hearts  of  his  fubje6ls :  I  would  fain  fee  the  man 
that  has  but  two  legs  that  fhall  find  himfelf  agriev'd  at 
this  glove:  that  is  allj  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once,  aa 
pleafe  Got  of  his' Grace  that  I  might  fee. 

Yi,  Henry,  Know 'ft  thou  Gower  f 

Flu,  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry,  Pray  thee,  go  feek  him  and  bring  him  to  my 
tent. 

Flu,  I  will  fetch  him.  \Exit. 
K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warwick  and  my  brother  Glo'Jier, 
Follow  Fluellen  clofcly  at  the  heels : 
The  glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour 
May  haply  purchafe  him  a  box  o'  th'  ear. 
It  is  the  foldlerVs  5  I  by  bargain  fliould 
Wear  it  my  felf.    Follow,  good  coiifin  Warwick: 
If  that  the  foldier  ftrike  him,  as  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word  j 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it: 
For  \  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
And  touch'd  with  choler  hot  as  gunpowder^ 
And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury. 
Follow  and  fee  there  be  no  harm  between  them, 
Come  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter,  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    XV.    Before  King  ntnifs  Favilion. 

Enter  Gower  and  Williams. 
WilL  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen, 
Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleafuie,  captain,  I  pefeech  your 
now  come  apace  to  the  King  :  there  is  more  goot  toward 
you  peradventurc,  than  is  in  your  knowledgeto  dream  of. 

X  2  WW. 
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M^ill.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu*  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know  the  glove  Is  z  glove. 

JVill,  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.  [Strikes  htm. 

Flu.  *SIhic1,  an  arrant  traitor  as  any's  in  the  univerfal 
©rid ,  in  France  or  in  England* 

Goto .  Hovv-  now.  Sir  ?  you  villain. 

Will*  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu,  Stand  away,  captain  Goivcr,  I  will  giv£  treafofl  his 
payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you, 

ff^ill.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu*  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat.  I  charge  you  in  hh 
Majefty's  name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  fi;.iendof  the  Duke 
o/  AlanJoTi^i, 

Enter  Warwick  and  Glouceftcr. 

jyar.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu*  My  Lord  of  f^ativick,  here  is,  prailed  be  Got  for 
tt,  a  moft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look  you,  aa 
you  ihall  deliie  in  a  fummer's  day.    Here  is  his  Majelty, 
Enter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Hovv  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  Liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that,  look 
your  Grace,  has  ftruck  the  glove  which  your  Majefty  is 
take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alanfon. 

JVill.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  glove,  here  Is  the  fellow 
of  it ;  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to  wear 
it  in  his  cap  j  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him  if  he  did  j  I  met  this 
man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  aa 
my  v/ord. 

Flu,  Your  Majefly  hear  now,  faving  your  Muje/^y^s 
manhood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcaJly,  peggarly,  lovvfic  knave 
it  is  J  I  hope  your  Maj.'fly  is  pear  me  tellimonles,  and  wit- 
neflcs,  and  avouchmentSj^,th;it  this  is  the  glove  of  Jllanjon 
that  your  Majefty  is  give  me,  in  your  conscience  now. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier  5  look,  here  is 
the  fellow  of  it:  'twas  me  indeed  thou  promikd'll  to  ftrike, 
and  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for  it, 
if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  theorld. 

K.  Henry,  How  can  ft  thou  make  me  fatisfadlion  ? 

Will.  AH  offences,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  h-'^art; 
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never  came  any  from  mine  that  might  otJend  your  Maj  jlty . 

K.  Henry.  It  was  our  felf  thou  didft  abufe. 

}yi'U.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  lelf  j  you- ap- 
peared to  me  but  as  a  common  man  5  witnefs  the  n'ght^ 
your  .garments,  your  lowlinefs;  and  vvhatyour  H'ghnefs. 
lufFer'd  under  that  fhape,  I  befeech  you,  take  it  for  your 
fault  and  not  mine  5  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I 
made  no  offence  5  therefore  I  befeech,  youx  Highnefs,  par- 
don me. 

K.  Henry.  Here,uncle  EfteterfiW  thi?  glove  with  crowns^ 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.    K^ep  it,  fellow, 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap, 
*Till  I  do  challenge  it.    Give  him  the  crown?  r 
And,  captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pody  j  hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  yon, 
and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawh 
and  prabbles,  and  quarrels  and  diffentions,  and  I  warrant 
you  it  is  the  petter  for  you. 

JVill.  I  will  none  of  your  mony. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  goot  will  j  1  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mend  your  fhoe.s  5  come,  wherefore  fhould  yon  be  fa 
pafhful  ?  your  fhoes  is  net  fo  goot  j  'tis  a  goot  filling,  I 
warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

SCENE   XVI.    Enter  Herald. 
K.  Henry.  Are  the  dead'  numbcr'd  ? 
Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  Jflaughtcr'd  French, 
K,  Henry,  What  prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken,  uncle 
E;(e.  *  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  Kin^j. 
yobn  Duke  of  Bourbon,  and  Lord  Bouchiqualt : 
Of  other  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  'Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K.  Henry.  This  note  doth  telLme  of  ten  thoufand  French" 
Slain  in  the  field  ;  of  Princes  in  this  number. 
And  Nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix  j  added  to  thefe. 
Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen^ 
Eight  thoufand  and  four  bundled  ^  of  the  which^ 
live  hundred  were  but  yefteiday  dubb'd  Knights^ 
•  liis  lift  is  copied  Uon\  IMh 
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So  that  m  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft, 

There  arc  but  fjxteen  hundied  mercenaries : 

The  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  'Squire*^ 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  Nobles  that  lye  dead, 

Charles  Ddahretb,  high  Conftahle  of  France ; 

yaqvei  of  Chatition,  Admiral  of  France  j 

The  Mafter  of  the  crofs-bows.  Lord  Ramburei  ; 

Great  Mafter  of  France ^  the  brave  Sir  Guichard  Dabf>hin  j 

^Jobn  Duke  of  Alanfon^  Anthowy  Duke  of  Brabant 

The  brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  j 

And  Edivard  Duke  rf  Bar  :  Of  lully  Earls, 

Crandpree  and  Rouffie^  Faulccvhridge  and  Foyes, 

Beaumo7H  and  Marie,  Vaudemcnt  and  Ltjirale, 

Here  was  a  royal fellowfhip  of  death  ! 

V^here  is  the  number  of  cur  Englijh  dead  ? 

Exe,  EdiVard  the  Duke  of  Tcrk,  the  Earl  of  St^fofky 

Sir  Richard  Ketleyy  Dan;y  Gam  Efqiiire  5 

None  elfe  of  name  j  and  of  ail  other  rnen. 

But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here  1 

And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone 

Afcribe  we  all !  When,  without  ftratagem  j 

But  in  plain  fhock  and  even  play  of  battel. 

Was  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs 

On  one  part  and  on  th*  other  ?  take  it,  God, 

For  it  is  only  thine. 
Exe,  *Tis  wonderful-! 

K,.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  In  procelTion  to  the  village  % 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hoft, 
l^o  boa  ft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
.  W^hich  is  his  only. 

Flu,  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafe  your  Majefly,  to  tell  how 
jnany  is  killM  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  captain  :  but  with  this  acknowledgment^ 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  goot» 

K.  Henry,  Do  we  all  holy  rites  ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Deum  • 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clay. 
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And  then  to  Calais  and  to  England  then, 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arrivM  more  liappy  mzn.[^Eyeunt, 
Enter  Chorus. 

*     Cho.  Vouchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  ready  the  ftory. 
That  I  may  prompt  them  j  and  to  fuch  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'  excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things. 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.    Now  we  bear  the  King 
Tow'rd  Calaii :  grant  him  there  j  and  there  being  feen^ 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  fea  :  behold  the  Englijh  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  and  boys, 
Whofe  fhouts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth'd 
Which  like  a  mighty  whiffier  'fore  the  King 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way    fo  let  him  I^nd, 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London, 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black-beatb  : 
Where  that  his  Lords  delire  him  to  have  born 
His  bruifed  helmet  and  his  bended  fword 
Before  him  through  the  city  ;  he  forbids  it  j 
Being  free  from  vainnefs  and  felf-glorious  pride : 
Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  oftcnt, 
Quite  from  him felf  to  God,    But  now  behold, 
Jn  the  quick  forge  and  working-houfe  of  thought^ 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens. 
The  Mayor  and  ail  his  brethren  in  belt  fort. 
Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome, 
With  the  Plebeians  fwarming  at  their  heels, 
Co  forth  and  fetch  their  cortqu'ring  Cafar  in. 
As  by  a  low,  but  loving  likelihood, 
*  Were  now  the  General  oi  our  gracious  Emprcfa 
(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 
Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fword  j 
How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit. 
To  welcome  him  !  much  more  (and  much  morecaufc) 
Did  they  this  Harry,    Now  in  London  place  him. 
Pafs  o'er  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

•  The  fiarl  of  ^/r^r,     iht  reign  of  Qucca  ^liPiQbf^b; 


i?4^  Henry  V. 

In  thought,  the  King  of  England\  ilay  at  home. 

The  Emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France 

To  order  peace  between  them  j  and  omit 

AH  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd, 

'Till  ^Tczrry s  back  return  again  to  France  i 

There  muft  we  bring  him  \  and  my  Iclf  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  remembring  you  'tis  paft. 

Then4)roolc  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  ilrait  back  again  to  France,  \Exit<, 

ACT  V.    SCENE  L 
The  Englifli  Camp  in  France. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 
Goiv,'Js^  A  Y,  that's  right  j  but  why  wear  you  your  leek 
to-day  ?  St.  Da'z/id'sd^y  is  pad. 
F/u,  There  is  occafions and  caufes  why  and  wherefore  in 
all  things  j  I  will  tell  you  as  a  friend,  captain  Goiver  5  the 
rafcally,  fcauld,  peggarly,  lowfie,  pragging  knave  Ptjhr, 
which  you  and  your  felf  and  all  the  orld  know  to  be  no 
petter  than  a  feJlow  (look  you  now)  of  no  merits ;  he  is 
come  to  me  and  prings  me  pread  and  fait  yefterday,  look 
you,  and  pid  me  eat  my  leek  j  it  was  in  a  place  where  I 
could  preed.no  contentions  with  him  ;  but  I  will  be  fo  bold 
as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  'till  I  fee  him  once  again,  and  then 
I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 

Enter  Piilol. 

Gctv.  Why,  here  he  comes,  dwelling  like  a  turky-cock. 

Flu,  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  his  turky-cocks. 
Got  plelTe  you,  Aunchient  you  fcurvy  lowfie  knave  ^ 

Got  pleffe  you ! 

Pifi,  Ha  !  art  thou  bedlam  ?  doft  thou  thirft,  bafe.7ro/tf«  , 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  ? 
Hence,  I  am  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu,  I  pefeechyou  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  knave,  at  my 
delires  and  my  requefts  and  my  petitions,  to  eat,  look  you, 
this  leek,  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  and  your 
affcftions  and  your  appetites  and  your  digeftibns  does  not 
agree  with  it ;  I  would  defire  you  t>o  eat  it. 

Pifl.  Not  for  Cadnvallader  and  s^H  his  goats. 

Flu*  There  i?  one  goat  for  yowt  [Strikes  him. 

Will 
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Will  yoti  be  (b  goot,  fcauld  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 
Pift,  Bafe  Tfojan,  thou  fhalt  die. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcauld  knave,  when  Got*55  will 
is :  I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time  and  eat  your 
vidlnalsj  come,  there  is  fawce  for  it — [^Strikes  him.'j  Yoix 
call'd  me  yefterday  mountain-Squire,  but  I  will  make  you 
to-day  a  Squire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you,  fall  to  5  if  you 
can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Gow.  Enough,  captain,  you  have  allonl/h'd  him. 

F/u,  I  fay  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my  lep.k^ 
or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days  and  four  nights.  Pile, 
J  pray  you,  it  is  goot  for  your  green  wound  and  your  ploody 
coxcomb. 

Pifi,  Muft  I  bite  ? 

F/u,  Yet  out  of  doubt  and  out  of  quefllons  too,  ansil 
ambiguities. 

Fiji.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge  5  I  eat  - 
and  fwear  

Fiu,  ^at,  I  pray  you  ;  will  you  have  fome  more  fawce 
to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear  by. 

Fiji.  Quiet  thy  cudgel,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat. 

F/u.  Much  goot  do  you,  fcauld  knave,  heartily.  Nay  , 
pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  ikin  is  goot  for  your  prokeri 
coxcomb :  when  you  take  occafions  to  fee  leeks  hereafter, 
I  pray  you  mock  at  *em,  that*s  all, 

Fiji.  Good. 

F/u.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot  5  hold  you^  there  is  a  groat  t© 
heal  your  pate. 

Fiji,  Me  a  groat  ? 

F/u.  Yes  verily  and  in  truth  you  /Jiall  take  it,  or  I  Iiave 
another  leek  in  my  pocket  which  you  fliall  cat. 

P//?.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

F/u.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgel*, 
you  fhall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  puy  nothing  of  me  but 
cudgels  J  Got  pe  wi*  you  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your 
pate !  r£;c/f. 

Fiji,  All  hell  fliall  ftir  for  this. 

Goiv.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave : 
will  yott  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  begun  upon  an  ho- 
nourable refpedt,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy  of  pre- 
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deceafed  valour,  and  dare  not  avoucli  in  your  deeds  any  of 
your  words  ?  I  have  feen  you  gleeWng  and  galling  alj  this 
gentleman  twice  or  thfice.  You  thought,  becaufe  he  could 
not  fpt^k  Englijh  in  ihe  native  garb,  he  could  not  there- 
fore handle  an  Englijh  cudgel  5  you  fijid  it  otherwife^  and 
henceforth  let  a  JVelfi  corredlion  teach  you  a  good  Englijh 
condition  :  fare  you  well !  [ExiU 

Pifi.  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now  ? 
News  have  1  that  my  Dol  is  dead  of  malady  of  France^ 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off : 
Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgell'd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  turn. 
And  fomething  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand : 
To  England  will  I  Ileal,  and  there  I'll  fteal  j 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  fears. 
And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia-wTLXs,  [E^it^ 

SCENE   IL    The  Y tench  Court. 
Enter  at  one  door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Warwick^. 

and  other  Lords'^  at  another,  the  French  King ,  ^een 

Ifabel,  Princefs  Catharine,  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and 

ether  French. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met  • 
Unto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  filter. 
Health  and  feir  time  of  day ;  joy  and  good  wi/hes 
To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  confin  Catharine  i 
And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty. 
By  whom  this  great  aflembly  is  contrived, 
Wedofaluteyou,  Dukeof  i5aA-^z//7^/);. 
And,  Princes  French  and  Peers,  health  to  you  aSI ! 

Fr,  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face  § 
Moft  worthy  brother  England^  fairly  met  1 
80  are  you.  Princes  Englijh,  every  one* 

Q^Ifa,  So  happy  be  the  IfTue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting. 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes : 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 
Againft  the  French  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  fatal  balls  of  murthering  bafilisks  i 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
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Shall  change  all  griefs  and  quarrels  into  love. 

K.  Henry,  To  cry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q»^Ifa,  You  Englijh  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Burg,  My  duty  to  you  both  on  equal  love. 
Great  Kings  of  France  and  England!  That  Tve  labourM 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours. 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  Majefties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview. 
Your  MightinefTes  on  both  parts  can  witnefs. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  fo  far  prevailed,  ♦ 
That  face  to  face  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 
You  have  congreeted ;  let  it  not  difgrace  me, 
If  I  demand  before  this  royal  view 
What  rub  or  what  impediment  there  is. 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyfuTbirths> 
Should  not  in  this  beft.  garden  of  the  world 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 
Alas !  flie  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chased. 
And  all  her  hufbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps^ 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  lyes  5  her  hedges  even-pleach'd. 
Like  prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair. 
Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs  :  her  fallow  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory 
Do  root  upon  5  while  that  the  culter  rufts. 
That  fhould  deracinate  fuch  favagery  : 
The  even  mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 
The  freckled  cowflip,  burnet,  and  green  clover. 
Wanting  the  fcythe,  all  uncorre^ed,  rank. 
Conceives  by  idlenefs,  and  nothing  teems 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  thiftles,  keckfies,  burs? 
Lofmg  both  beauty  and  utility  ; 
And  all  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads  and  hedges, 
Defeftive  in  their  nurtures,  grow  to  wildnefs. 
Even  foour  houfes,  and  oar  felves  and  children 
Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn  for  want  of  time. 
The  fciences  that  Ihould  become  our  country  ^ 
But  grow  like  favagei  (as  foldiers  will, 
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That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood) 
To  fwearing  and  ftern  looks,  diffus'd  attire. 
And  every  thing  that  Teems  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour. 
You  are  aflembled  j  and  my  fpeech  intreats 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 
Should  not  expel  thefe  inconveniences, 
/\nd  blefs  us  with  her  ^rmer  qualities. 

K.  Henry.  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  you  wouW  the  peace^ 
^VJiofe  want  gives  growth  to  th'  imperfeftions 
Which  you  have  cited  j  you  muft  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands : 
Whofe  tenours  and  particular  efFe£ts 
You  have  enfchedul'd  briefly  in  your  hands. 

Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them  5  to  the  which  as  yet 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.  Henry.  Well  then ;  the  peace 
Which  you  before  fo  urg'd,  lyes  in  his  anfwer. 

Fr.  King,  I  have  as  yet  but  with  a  curfory  eye 
0*er-glanc'd  the  articles ;  pleafeth  your  Grace 
T'  appoint  fome  of  your  council  presently 
To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them  ;  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafs,  or  accept,  and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  Henry.  Brother,  we  fhall.    Go,  uncle  Exeter , 
And  brother  Clarence,  brother  Gloucejier, 
JVarivick  and  Huntingtonj  go  with  the  King  5 
And  take  with  you  free  pow'r  to  ratifie. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wifdoms  heft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity. 
And  we'll  confign  thereto.    Will  you,  fair  fifter. 
Go  with  the  Princes,  or  Aay  here  with  us  ? 

Ifa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them  j 
Haply  a  woman*s  voice  may  do  fome  good. 
When  articles  too  nicely  urgM  be  flood  on. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  leave  our  coufin  Catharine  here  with  us; 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles* 

(hlfa.  She  hath  good  leave.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 
Mamnt  King  Henry,  Catharine,  and  a  Lady^ 

K.  Henry,  Fair  Catharine,  moll  fair, 
"Will  you  vouchlafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms. 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  Lady's  ear. 
And  plead  his  love-fuit  to  her  gentJe  heart  ? 

Cath,  Your  Majefty  fliall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak 
your  England. 

K.  Henry,  O  fair  Catharine y  if  you  will  love  me  foundly 
with  your  French  hearty  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  con- 
fefs  it  brokenly  with  your  Englijh  tongue.  Do  you  like 
me,  Kate? 

Cath.  Pardonne^  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  like  me» 
K»  Henry,  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are  like 
an  angel. 

Cath.  dit-ily  que  ]e  f-uii  femhlahk  a  les  Anges  f 
Lady.  Ouy  vrayment  {fauf  iwjire  grace)  ainji  dit-il, 
K.  Henry,  I  faid  fo,  dear  Catharine,  and  I  muft  not 


Cath.  0  hon  Dieu .'  les  langues  des  hommes  font  pleines  d& 
tromperies, 

K.  Henry,  What  fays  fhe,  fair  one  ?  that  tongues  of 
men  are  fall  of  deceits  ? 

Lady,  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  de- 
ceits :  dat  is  de  Princes, 

K.  Henry,  The  Princefs  is  the  better  Englijh  Woman. 
I*faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underltanding  ;  I 
am  glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englijh,  for  if  thou 
could'ft  thou  would'ft  find  me  fucha  plain  K-ing,  that  thott 
would*ft  think  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I 
know  noways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  directly  to  fay,  I 
love  you  ;  then  if  you  urge  me  further  than  to  fay,  do 
you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit.  Give  me  your  anfwer, 
i'faith,  do,  and  fo  clap  hands  and  a  bargain  j  how  fay  you, 
J^ady  ? 

Cath.  ^auf  'vojlre  honneur,  me  underftand  well. 
K.  Henry.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,  or 
to  dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why,  you  undid  me  5  for 
the  one  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure  j  and  for  the 
other  I  hjave  no  ftrcngth  io  meafurt,  yet  a  teafgjii^k  mea- 
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fore  in  (Irength.  If  I  could  win  a  Lady  at  leap-^fi-og,  or 
by  vaulting  into  my  laddie  with  my  armour  on  my  back  | 
under  the  corredlion  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I  Aould 
quickly  leap  intpa  wife.  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for  my  love, 
or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  1  could  lay  on  like  a 
butcher,  and  fit  like  a  jack-an-apes,  never  off.  But  be- 
fore God,  KatCy  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafp  out  my 
eloquence,  nor  have  I  cunning  in  protefi^ation  ;  only  down-* 
right  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  till  urg*d,  and  never  break 
for  urging.  If  thou  canft  love  a  fellow  of  this  temper, 
Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  fun-burning  ;  that  never 
looks  in  his  glafs  for  love  of  any  thing  he  fees  there  5  let 
thine  eye  be  thy  cook,  I  fpeak  plain  foldier  5  if  thou  canft 
love  me  for  this,  take  me  5  if  not,  to  fay  to  thee  that  I 
fhall  die  is  truej  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no  :  yet  I 
love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  liv'ff,  dear  Kate,  take  a 
fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined  conftancy,  for  he  perforce  mu  ft 
do  thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other 
places :  for  thefe  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhime 
thcmfelves  into  Ladies  favours,  they  do  always  reafon  them- 
felves  out  again.  What  ?  a  fpeaker  is  but  a  prater  j  a 
rhime  is  but  a  ballad  3  a  good  leg  will  fall,  a  ftraight  back 
will  ftoop,  a  black  beard  will  turn  white,  a  curl'd  pate  will 
grow  bald,  a  fair  tac€  will  wither,  a  full  eye  will  wax  hol- 
low j  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  fun  and  the  moon  5 
©r  rather  the  fun  and  not  the  moon  j  for  it  ftiines  bright 
and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.  If  thou 
v/ould'ft  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me,  take  a  foJdier ;  take 
a  King  j  and  what  xay*ft  thou  then  to  my  love  ?  fpeak^ 
3Xiy  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Cath,  Is  it  poffible  dat  I  fould  love  de  enemy  of  France  f 
K,  Henry,  No,  it  is  not  poffible  that  you  fhould  love 
the  enemy  of  France^  Kate ;  but  in  loving  me  you  ftiould 
love  the  friend  of  France  ;  for  I  love  Fr^w^  fo  well  that  I 
twill  not  part  with  a  village  of  It :  I  will  have  it  all  mine  | 
and,  Kaiey  when  France  is  mine  and  J  am  yours,  then 
yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine, 
Cath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

'K.Henry,  No,  KateV  I  will  tell  thee  in  Fr^«^^,  (whkh 
I  am      wiU  han^  upon  my  tgpgus  like  a  new -married 
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'^vifc  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be /book  "off) 
quand  j'ay  le  pojjejfion  de  France,  ^  quand  vous  anjis  U 
poffejpon  de  tnoi  (let  me  fee  what  then  ?  St,  Dennis  be  my 
fpeed  !)  Done  'vofire  eft  France,  &"  'vous  ejies  mienne.  It  is 
as  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom  as  to  fpealc 
fo  much  more  French :  I  fhail  never  move  thee  in  French, 
unMs  it  be  to  Uugh  at  me. 

Cath.  Sauf  vojire  bonneur,  le  Franpis  que  vous  parkz^ 
tfi  meilleur  que  V  Angloh  kquel  je  {>arle, 

K.  Henry,  No,  'faith,  is't  not,  Kate  ;  but  thy  fpeaking 
of  my  tongue  and  I  thine^  moft  truly  falfly,  muft  needs  be 
granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  doft  thou  under-^ 
iland  thus  i^uch  Englijh  f  canft  thou  love  me  ? 

Cath,  I  cannot;  tell. 

K.  Henry,  Can  any  of  yo^  neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  V\\ 
ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me  ;  and  at  night 
when  you  come  into  ycuVclofet,  you'll  queftion  this  gen- 
tlewoman about  me  f^nd  I  know,  Kate,  you  will  to  her 
difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart  ; 
but,  good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle 
Princefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  beeft 
mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have  a  faving  faith  within  me  tells  mc 
thou  fhalt)  I  get  thee  with  fcambling,  and  thou  muft  there* 
fore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier- breeder :  fhall  not  thou  and 
I,  between  St.  Dennh  and  St.  George,  compound  a  boy  half 
French,  half  Englifh,  that  (hall  go  to  Conjlantinople  and 
take  the  Turk  by  the  beard  ?  Ihall  we  not  ?  what  fay 'It 
thou,  my  fair  Flower-de-luce  ? 

Cath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K,  Henry,  No,  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  pro- 

inife  ;  do  but  now  promife,  Kate^  you  will  endeavour  for 
your  French  part  of  fuch  a  boy  ;  and  for  my  Englijh  moiety 
take  the  word  of  a  King  and  a  batchelor.    How  anfwer 
you.  La  plus  belle  Catharine  du  monde,  men  tres  chere 
divine  decjj'e  ? 

Cath,  Your  Majeftee  ave  faufe  Frenche  enough  to  de- 
ceive the  moft  lage  damoifel  dat  is  en  France, 

K.  Henry,  Now  fie  upon  my  falfe  French  5  by  mine  ho- 
nour, in  true  Englijh  I  love  thee,  Kate  j  by  which  honour 
J  dare  not  fwcar  thou  loveft  me,  yet  my  blood  begins  to 
y  a  flattei; 
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flatter  me  that  thou  doft,  notwithftanding  the  poor  'and 
untempering  efFefl  of  my  vifage.  Now  befhrew  my.  father's 
ambition,  he  was  thinking  of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me  ; 
therefore  was  \  created  with  a  ftubborn  outfide,  with  an 
afpedl  of  iron,  that  when  I  come  to  woo  Ladies  1  fright 
them  5  but  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I 
ihall  appear.  My  comfort  is,  that  old  age  (that  ill  layer 
up  of  beauty)  can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  face.  Thou 
haft  me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at  the  worft  j  and  thou  fhalt 
wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me,  becter  and  better  j  and  there- 
fore tell  me,  moft  fair  Catharine ,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put 
cfF  your  maiden  blufhes,avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart 
•with  the  looks  of  an  Emprefs,  take  me  by  the  hand  and 
fay , Harry  of  England, I  am  thine:  which  word  thou /halt  no 
fooner  blefs  mine  mine  ear  withal,but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud, 
England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and 
Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine ;  who  tho*  I  fpeak  it  before 
his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  beft  Kings,  thou 
ihalt  find  the  beft  King  of  good  fellows.  Come,  your  an- 
Iwer  in  broken  mufic  5  for  thy  voice  is  mufic  and  thy 
ErtgUJh  broken :  therefore.  Queen  of  all,  Catharine,  break 
thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  Efigiifi,  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Cath.  Dat  is  as  it  fliall  pleale  le  roy  mon  pere, 

K.  Henry,  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate\  it  /hall 
pleafe  him,  Kate, 

Catb,  Den  it  ftiall  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry,  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call  you 
my  Queen. 

Cath.  Laiffcz,  men  Seigneur,  laijfex,  laiffecu,  ma  foy  :  je 
fie  veus  point  que  njous  ahbaiffez,  'voflre grandeur ,  en  hatjant 
le  main  d'une  mofire  indigne  Jernjiteur,  excufez  msy,  Je 
Doui  fiipplis  mon  tres-puijj'ant  Seigneur. 

K.  Hdnry,  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate» 

Cath.  Les  dames  &'  damoifeh  pour  efire  baifee  devant 
leur  noces  il  n'eji  pa^  le  coutume  de  France, 

Kt  Henry,  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays  ftie  ? 

Lady,  Dat  it  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  h  Ladies  of  France  j 
I  cannot  tell  what  is  haifer  en  Englijh, 

K.  Henry,  To  kifs. 

Lady^  Your  Majefty  tntendre  betire  ^ue  moi* 

K.  Henry ^ 
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Henry,  Is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  Francg  to 
kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  flie  fay  ? 
Lady*  Ouyvrayment, 

K.  Henry,  O  Kate,  nice  cuftoms  curt' fie  to  great  Kings. 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within  the  weak 
lift  of  a  country's  fafhion ;  we  are  the  makers  of  manners, 
Kate  5  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  places  flops  the 
mouth  of  all  find^faults,  as  I  will  do  yours,  for  the  up- 
holding the  nice  fafliion  of  your  country  in  denying  me  a 
kifs;  therefore  patiently  and  yielding,  [Kifftng  her,]  Yen 
have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate  j  there  is  more  eloquence 
in  a  touch  of  them  than  in  the  tongues  of  the  French 
council ;  and  they  fhould  fooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England 
than  a  general  petition  of  Monarchs.  Here  comes  your  father, 

s  c  E  N  E  rv. 

Sfifer  the  French  King  and  ^een  with  French  andEn^lWi 
Lords, 

Burg,  God  fave  your  Majefty  1  my  royal  coufin,  teach 
you  our  Princefs  Englijh  ? 

K.  Henry,  I  would  nave  her  learn,  my  fair  coufin,  hovr 
perfectly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englijh^ 

Burg,  Is  fhe  apt  ? 

K.  Henry,  Our  tongue  is  rough,  and  my  condition  is  not 
fmooth  \  fo  that  having  neither  the  voice  nor  the  heart  of 
flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up  the  fpirit  of  love 
in  her  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likenefs. 

Burg,  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfwer 
you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  muft  make 
a  circle;  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  likenefs,  he 
muft  appear  naked  and  blind.  Can  you  blame  her  then, 
being  a  maid  yet  ros'd  over  with  the  virgin  crimfon  of  mo- 
defty,  if  /he  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  boy,  in 
her  naked  feeing  felf  ?  it  were,  my  Lord,  a  hard  condition 
for  a  maid  to  confign  to. 

K.  Henry,  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield,  as  love  is  blind 
and  enforces. 

Burg,  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  Lord,  when  they  fee 
not  what  they  do. 

K,  Henry,  Then,  good  my  Lord,  teach  your  coulin  to 
confent  to  wlnkisg, 

y  3  Murg: 
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Burg,  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  Lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning.  Maids  well  fum- 
jnerM  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartkolome'w-tidef 
*  Hind,  though  they  have  their  eyes ;  and  then  they  will  en- 
dure handling,  which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on, 

K.  Hefjry,  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
fummer  5  and  fo  I  fliall  catch  the  flie  your  coufm  in  the 
latter  end,  and  fhe  muft  be  blind  too. 

Burg*  As  love  is,  my  Lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Henry,  It  is  fo  j  and  you  may  fome  of  you  thank 
love  for  my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair  French 
city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  ftands  in  my  way. 

Fr,  King,  Yes,  my  Lord,  you  fee  them  perfpedtively  j 
the  cities  turn'd  into  a  maid  5  for  they  are  all  girdled  with 
maiden  walls  that  war  hath  never  enter'd, 

K.  Henry,  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry,  I  am  content,  fo  the  maiden  cities  you  talk 
of  may  wait  on  herj  fo  the  maid  that  ftood  in  the  way  for 
my  wifh  fhallfhew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr«  King,  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafon. 

K«  Henry,  Is*t  fo,  my  Lords  of  England  f 

Weft.  The  King  hath  granted  every  article: 
His  daughter  firft  ;  and  then  in  fequei  all. 
According  to  their  firm  piropofed  nature. 

Exe,  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcrib^d  this : 
Where  your  Majefty  demands,  That  the  King  of  France 
having  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  fhall  name 
your  Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition  in 
French  :  Noftretres  cherjilx  Henry  Roy  d'  Angleterre^  here- 
tier  de  France;  and  thus  in  Latin:  P radar ijjimus  filius 
nofier  Henricus  Rex  Anglia  &  bares  Francia, 

Fr,  King,  Yet  this  I  have  not  (brother)  fo  deny*d. 
But  your  requeft  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry ,  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  aUiance^ 
I^t  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft. 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr,King,  Take  her,  fair  fon,  and  from  her  blood  raife  up 
Iflue  to  me,  that  thefe  contending  Kingdoms 
England  and  France,  whofe  very  ihores  look  pale 

*  With 
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With  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs. 
May  ceafe  their  hatred ;  and  this  dearconjun^lion 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chriftian  like  accord 
In  their  fweet  breafts,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France, 
Lords,  Amen ! 

K.  Henry,  Now  welcome,  Kate ;  and  bear  me  witnefs  all. 
That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  Sovereign  Queen.  \FlouriJh, 

Q^Ifa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one ! 
As  man  and  wife  being  two  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  fuch  a  fpoufal. 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealoufie. 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blefled  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  padlion  of  thefe  kingdoms, 
'To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league  ! 
That  Englijh  may  as  French,  French  Englipmen, 
Receive  each  other.    God  fpeak  this  Amen ! 

AIL  Amen  ! 

K.  Henry,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage ;  on  which  day, 
My  Lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me. 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be  !  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Chorus. 
Cb^.  Thus  far  with  rough  and  all -unable  pen 

Our  bending  author  hath  purfu'd  the  ftory. 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men. 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  qourfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but  in  that  fmall  moft  greatly  liv'd 

This  Itar  of  England,    Fortune  made  his  fword  j 
By  which  the  World's  beft  garden  he  atchiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  Lord. 
Henry  the  Sixth,  in  infant  bands  crown'd  King 

Ot  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fucceed : 
Whofe  ftate  fo  ir.any  had  the  managing. 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed  r 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  ihown  j  and  for  their  fake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take* 
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Dramatis  PERsoNisr 

KING  Henry  VI. 

Duke  of  Gloucester,  C/wf/i?  to  the  King,  and  FrottElor^ 
Duke  ofE  E  DFOR  D,  Uncle  to  the  King  ^  and  Regent  o/*France« 
Cardinal  BzAVToRT,  Bijbcp  0/ Winchefter,  and  great 

Uncle  to  the  King, 
Duke  of  Exeter,  Brother  to  King  Henry  IV# 
Duke  of  Somerset. 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
Earl  of  Salisbury. 
Earl  of  Suffolk. 
Lord  Talbot. 
Young  Talbot,  his  Son, 

Richard  Plantagenet,  afcertvardsDukeofYorkg 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  lAzxch, 
Sir  John  Falstaff, 
WooDviLE,  Lieutenant  of  /rf  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  Lo'sdo's, 

Vernon,  of  the  White  Rofe,  or  York  FaSIiQn, 
Basset,  of  the  Red  Rofe,  er  Lancaller  EaBion^^ 
«S/>  Thomas  Gargrave. 

Charles,  Dauphin^  and  afterwards  King  of  Ttiince0 

Reignier,  Duke  o/'Anjou,  and  Titular  King  o/* Naples* 

Duke  o/*  Burgundy, 

Duke  of  Alansok. 

Sa/iard of  Orleans. 

j4n  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier,  and  afterwards 

^ueen  to  King  Henry. 
JoanlaPucelle,^z  maid  pretending  to  be  infpir*dfrom 

Heaven^  and  Jetting  up  for  the  Championefs  of  France* 
Countefs  of  Au v  e  r  o  n  e • 

Lsrds,  Captains,  Soldiers,  MeJJengers,  and  federal  At*- 
tendants  both  on  the  Englifh  and  French. 

T-^f  S  C  E  N  E  is  partly  fn  England,  and  partly  tn 
France* 
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ACT   I.     SCENE  I. 

Dead  March,  Enter  the  Funeral  of  King  Hemy  the  Fifths 
attended  Qn  by  the  Buke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France  j 
the  Duke  f  Gloucefter,  ProteBor  ;  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
and  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  the  Bipop  £/*  Winchefter, 
und  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

Bed,  Tjr  U  N  G  be  the  heav'ns  with  black,  yield  day 
\\  to  night ! 

^  Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  ftates, 

Brandifh  your  crifped  treffes  in  the  Iky, 

And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting  ftars 

That  have  confented  unto  Henrf^  death  ! 

Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  ! 

England  ne'er  loft  a  King  of  To  much  worth. 
Glou,  England  n€tx  had  a  King  until  his  time : 

Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  command. 

His  brandi/h'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  its  beams  5  ' 

His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings  \ 

His  fj>axkling  eyc$  replete  with  awfui  fire 
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More  dazled  and  drove  back  his  enemies 
Than  mid-day  fun  fierce  bent  againft  their  face?< 
Whatfliould  I  fay  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech: 
He  never  Jifted  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 

Exe*  We  mourn  in  black,  why  mourn  wenotinblood  ? 
Ucmy  is  dead,  and  never  ihall  revive ; 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  j 
And  death^s  difhonourable  victory 
We  with  our  flately  prefence  glorifie. 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  ?  fhall  we  curfe  the  planets  of  mifhtp. 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
Or  fhall  we  think  the  fubtle-witted  French 
Conj'rers  and  forc'rers,  that  afraid  of  him 
By  magic  verfe  have  thus  contrived  his  end  ? 

IVin,  He  was  a  King,  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings. 
Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battels  of  the  Lord  of  hofls  be  fought  ; 
The  church's  pray'rs  made  him  fp  profperous. 

Clou,  The  church  ?  where  is  it  ?  had  not  church-lUCn 
pray'd, 

His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decay'd. 
None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 
Whom  like  a  fchool-boy  you  may  over-awe. 

JVin,  Glo'fter,  whate'cr  we  like,  thou  art  Protedlor^ 
And  lookefl  to  command  the  Prince  and  realm  \ 
Thy  wife  is  proud,  fhe  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
JVlore  than  God  or  religious  church-men  may. 

Clou*  Name  not  reHgion,  for  thou  lov'ft  the  flefh. 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go*fl. 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againfl  thy  foes. 

Bed,  Ceafe,  ceafe  thefe jars, and reflyour  mindsin  peace; 
Let's  to  the  altar  :  heralds,  wait  on  us  j 
Inftead  of  gold  we'll  offer  up  our  arms. 
Since  arms  avail  not  now  that  Henry*^  dead, 
Poflerity  await  for  wretched  years. 
When  at  their  mothers  moifl  eyes  babes  fhall  fuck^ 
Ourifle  be  made  a  marifh  of  fait  tears. 
And  none  but  women  kfc  to  wail  the  dead  \ 
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JlenF^  the  Fifth  !  thy  ghoft  I  invocate  ; 
Prolper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils. 
Combat  with  adverfe  planets  in  the  heavens ! 
A  far  more  glorious  ftar  thy  foul  will  make 
Than  Julius  Cafar, 

SCENE    II.    Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Meff,  My  honourable  Lords,  health  to  you  ail  ! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
i)i  \ok,  of  flaughter,  and  difcomfiture  5 
Guienne,  Champaign,  and  Rheims,  and  Orleans, 
Farisy  Guyfors,  Poitiers,  are  all  quite  loll. 

Bed.Wha.t  fay'ft  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henryi*^  Coarfe  ? 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

Glou,  Is  Paris  loft,  and  Orleans  yielded  up  ? 
df  Henry  were  recalled  to  life  again, 
Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  ghoft. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd  ? 

Mejf,  No  treachery,  but  want  of  mea  and  monyt 
Amongft  the  foldiers  this  is  muttered. 
That  here  you  maintain  fev'ral  faftions  ; 
Aad  whilft  a  field  ihould  be  dilpatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  difputing  of  your  Generals. 
One  would  have  lingring  wars  with  little  coft  | 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  wings  ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtained. 
Awake,  awake,  Englifh  nobility ! 
Let  not  fioth  dim  your  honours,  nevv-begot ; 
Crop'd  are  the  flower-de-hjces  in  your  arms. 
Of  England"^  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe,  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Thefe  tidings  would  call  forth  *  her  flowing  tides* 

Bed,  Me  they  concern.  Regent  I  am  of  France  | 
Give  me  my  fteeled  coat,  ril  fight  for  France, 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful,  wailing  robes  ; 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inftead  of  eyes,^ 
To  weep  their  intermilTive  miferies. 


f  £r;gtand's. 
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SCENE   III.    Enter  to  them  another  Mejfenger^ 
a  Mejf^  Lords,  view  thefe  letters,  full  of  bad  mifchaiice; 
France  is  revolted  from  the  Englijh  quite. 
Except  fome  petty  towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  in  Rhetms, 
The  baftard  Orleans  with  him  is  joinM  : 
Reignier  Duke  of  Anpu  takes  his  part. 
The  Duke  of  y^Ianf on  flies  to  his  fide.  \^Exi'U 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  King  ?  all  fly  to  him  ? 
O,  whither  fliall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

G/ou.  We  will  not  fly  but  to  our  enemies  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bed,  Glo'Jier^  why  doubt* fl:  thou  of  my  fofwardnefs  ? 
An  army  have  I  myfter'din  my  thoughts. 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run>, 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  a  T^hird  Meffenger, 
5  Mejf,  My  gracious  Lords,  to  add  tQ  your  laments 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry\ hearfe, 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  fight 
Betwixt  the  flout  Lord  Talbot  and  the  French, 

Win,  What !  wherein  Talbot  overcame  ?  is't  fo  ? 
3  MeJJ',  O,  no  ;  wherein  Lord  Talbot  waso*erthrown* 
The  circumflance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Auguji  lafl:,  this  dreadful  Lord 
Retiring  from  the  fiege  of  Orleans, 
Having  fcarce  full  fix  thoufand  in  his  troop. 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompafled  and  fet  upon. 
No  leifure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers  j 
Inftead  whereof  fliarp  flakes  pluckt  out  of  hedges 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly. 
To  keep  the  horfemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued  j 
Where  valiant  Talbot  above  human  thought 
Enadled  wonders  with  his  fword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durfl:  ftand  him. 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  flew. 
The  French  exclaim' d,  the  devil  was  in  arms> 
AU  th?  whole  army  tbo4  ag^aM  on  him. 
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His'Toldiers  fpying  his  undaunted  fpirit, 

A  Taliot !  T'albot !  cried  out  amain, 

-And  rufh'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battel. 

Here  had  the  conqueft  fully  been  feal'd  up, 

*  If  Sir  John  Faljiaf  had  not  playM  the  coward  ; 

He  being  in  the  rereward  (placM  behind 

"With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them) 

Cowardly  fled,  not  having  ftruck  one  ftrokc. 

Hence  grew  the  gen'ral  wreck  and  maflacre  \ 

^Enclofed  were  they  with  their  enemies. 

A  bafe  Walloon^  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

Thruft  T^albot  with  a  fpear  into  the  back, 

"Whom  all  France  with  thfeir  chief  affembled  ftre!lgth 
©urft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed,  Is  T^albot  flain  then  ?  I  will  llay  my  felf, 
Tor  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  eafe  5 

Whilft  fuch  a  worthy  leader  wanting  aid. 
Unto  his  dallard  foe-men  is  betray'd, 

3  Mejf.  O,  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  prifoner. 
And  Lord  ^calei  with  him,  and  Lord  Hunger  ford  ^ 
'iAoii  of  the  reft  flaughterM  or  took  likewife. 

Bed,  His  ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  fhall  pay. 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  crown  fliall  be  the  ranfom  of  my  friend  : 
Pour  of  their  Lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours. 
I*arewel,  my  mafters,  to  my  ta/k  will  I  \ 
"Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  St.  George's  feaft  withal. 
Ten  thoufand  foldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
"Whofe  bloody  deeds  fhall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Meff.  So  you  had  need  5  'fore  Orleans  befieg'<3 
The  Englifi  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  fupply. 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they  fo  few  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe,  Remember,  Lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  fworn  5 
Bither  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Qt  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoak. 

»  Sec  thq^note  on  the  fifth  Scene  of  A^t  3; 
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Bed,  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [Exit  Bedford. 

Glou,  1*11  to  the  iotjoer  with  all  the  hafte  I  can. 
To  view  th*  artillery  and  ammunition, 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King* 

[Exit  GIouceftcr« 

Ext.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is. 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  governor. 
And  for  his  fafety  there  I'll  beil  devife.  \ExiX^ 

Win,  Each  hath  his  place  and  fun£tion  to  attend  ; 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains : 
But  long  I  will  not  be  thus  out  of  office  : 
The  King  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  fend. 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  ftern  of  publk  weal.  \ExiU 

SCENE    V.    Before  Orleans  in  France. 
Enter  Dauphin^  Alanfon,  and  Reignier,  marching  with 
a  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Dau,  Mars  his  true  moving,  ev'n  as  in  the  heav'na 
So  in  the  earth  to  this  day  is  not  known. 
Late  did  he  ihine  upon  the  Englijh  fide  : 
Now  we  are  vidlors,  upon  us  he  fmile?. 
What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye  near  Orleans : 
Tho'  ftill  the  fami/h'd  Englifi  like  pale  ghofis 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alan,  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat  Bull* 
beeves  ; 

Either  they  muft  be  dieted  like  mules 
And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouths^ 
Or  piteous  they  will  look  like  drowned  mice. 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear: 
Rcmaineth  none  but  rnad-brain'd  Salisbury, 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall. 
Nor  men  nor  mony  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Dau,  Sound,  found  alarum  :  we  will  rufh  on  ^tem  S 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French  : 
Him  I  forgive  my  death  that  killeth  me. 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  one  foot  to  fly.  [Exemtm 

[Here  alarum y  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  EngWh,  toith 
great  lofs. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dauphin,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier* 

Dau,  Who  ever  law  the  Uke  ?  what  men  have  I  } 
Dogs,  cowards,  daftards !  I  would  ne'er  have  fled. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  enemies. 

Reig,  Salisbury  is  a  defp'rate  homicide, 
Keiighteth  a&  one  weary  of  his  life  : 
Two  other  Lords,  like  Lions  wanting  food, 
I>o  rufh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Alan,  Froyfard  a  countryman  of  ours  recordsj 
England  all  Oli'vers  and  Roivlands  *  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  Third  did  reign  ; 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified ; 
Tor  none  but  Sampfom  and  Goliabs  now 
It  fendeth  forth  to  skirmi/h  5  one  to  ten ! 
X.€an  raw-bon'd  rafcals  1  who  would  e'er  fuppofe 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity ! 

Dau.  Let's leavethistown,forthey are hair-brain'd  flaves^ 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  be  more  eager  : 
Of  old  I  know  them  j  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls,  they'll  teir  down,  than  forfake  the  fiege. 

Reig.  i  think  by  Tome  odd  gimmals  or  device 
Tneir  arms  are  fet  like  clocks,  ilili  to  ftrike  on  j 
Xlfe  they  could  ne'er  hold  out  fo  as  they  do  : 
By  my  confent  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone, 

Alan.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Eafiard  of  Orleans, 

Baji.  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  news  fer 
him. 

Dau,  Baftard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Baj},  Methinks  your  looks  are  fad,  your  chear  appard, 
iHath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  not  difmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 

«  Oliver  and  Hoiuland  were  two  of  the  moft  famous  Worthies  in 
the  lilt  of  the  twelve  Peers  of  Charlemagne^  and  their  exploits  are 
celebrated  by  the  old  Romantic  Writers  to  that  height  of  ridiculou-5 
extravagance,  and  lb  equally,  that  it  is  hard  to  lay  from  thole  ac- 
counts which  of  the  two  was  the  moll  v/onderful  Hero:  and  from 
thence  arole  the  old  Englip)  faying  of  a  Rowland  Jar  yciir  Oliver  to 
fi^nifie,  the  beln^  even  luitb  one  in  a  tale^  or  tbemuUhin^  we  e^ctraordi' 
narji  thing  ■with  amtktr, 

Z  J  Which 
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Which      a  vifion  fent  to  her  from  heav'n 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  fiege, 
And  drive  the  Englifo  forth  the  bounds  of  Fnnce^ 
The  fplrit  of  deep  prophefie  Ihe  hath. 
Exceeding  the  nine  *  Sibyls  of  old  Rome  : 
What's  paft  and  what's  to  come  {he  can  defcry. 
Speak,  (hall  1  call  her  in  ?  believe  my  words. 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dau,  Go  call  her  in  ;  but  firft  to  try  her  Ikill, 
Reignievy  fland  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place  5 
Queftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  fVern : 
By  this  means  fhall  we  found  what  /kill  fhe  hath. 
SCENE   VI.    Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 
Reig,  Fair  maid,  is'c  thou  wilt  do  thefe  vvond'rous  feats  ? 
Fucel.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 

Where  is  the  Dauphin  ?  come,  come  from  behind, 

I  know  thee  well,  though  never  feen  before. 

Be  not  amaz'd  :  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 

In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 

Stand  back,  you  Lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 
Reig,  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  lirft  dafh. 
Puce/,  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  fhepherd's  daughtcfj» 

My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art : 

Heav'n,  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd 

To  fhine  on  my  contemptible  eliate. 

Lo,  vvhilft  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs. 

And  to  fun's  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  cheeks, 

God's  m.other  deigned  to  appear  to  me  ^ 

And  in  a  vifion  full  of  Majefty 

Will'd  me  to  leave  my  bafe  vocation. 

And  free  my  country  from  calamity  : 

Her  aid  /he  promis'd,  and  alTur'd  fuccefs  ; 

In  complete  glory  fhe  reveal'd  herfelf ; 

And  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before. 

With  thofe  clear  rays  which  fhe  infus'd  on  me. 

That  beauty  am  I  blefl  with  which  you  fee. 

Ask  me  what  queftion  thou  canft  pofTible, 

And  I  will  anfvver  unpremeditated. 

*  Though  the  Sibyls  were  reckonM  more  than  nine,  yet  the  booics 
Of  their  oracles  whici;  were  brought  19  R^fin  were  bu;  nine. 
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My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thcru  dar'ft. 
And  thou  fhalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  fex. 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  fhalt  be  fortunate 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate# 

Dau,  Thou  hafl  ailonilhM  me  with  thy  high  terms : 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make. 
In  lingle combat  thou  lhalt  buckle  with  me  j 
AnA  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  words  are  true, 
Otherwife  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Pucel,  I  am  prepar'd  5  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  fword> 
l>eck'd  with  fine  Flow'r-de-luceson  each  fide. 
The  which  at  Tourain  in  St.  Catharine' ^cYiMXch 
Cut  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau,  Then  come  o'  God*s  name,  for  I  fear  no  woman* 

Fuceh  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 
Here  they  fght,  and  Joan  la  Pucelle  overcomes^ 

Dau.  Stay,  itay  thy  hands,  thou  zxtzn  Amazon, 
And  fightefl  with  the  fword  of  Debora, 

PuceL  Chrifl's  mother  helps  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. 

Dau,  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  mufl  help  me  s 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  delire. 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hafl  at  once  fubdu'd  ; 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
l.et  me  thy  fervant  and  not  Sovereign  be, 
'Tis  the  French  Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 

PuceL  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  profeflion*s  facred  from  above  : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompence. 

Dau,  Mean  lime  look  gracious  on  thy  proflrate  thrall. 

Reig,  My  Lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk, 

Alan,  Doubtlefs  he  fhrives  this  woman  to  ker  fmock, 
Blfe  ne'er  cou'ld  he  fo  long  protradl  his  fpeech. 

jReig,  Shall  we  diflurb  him  fince  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

Alan»  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know  5 
Thefe  women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig,  My  Lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devife  you  on  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans  or  no  ? 

PuceL  Why,  no,  I  fay ;  diflruflflil  recreants  I 
Fight  'till  thelait  gafpj  for  I'll  be  your  guard. 

Dau, 
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Dau,  What  fhe  fays  V\\  confirm  j  we'll  fight  it  out. 

Pucel.  Aflign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englijb  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  afluredly  I'll  raile: 
Expeft  Saint  Martin's  fummer,  Halcyon  days. 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thef^  wars. 
Glory  is  Hke  a  circle  in  the  water; 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  it  felf, 
*Tili  by  broad  fpreading  it  difperfe  to  nouglit* 
With  Henry's  death  the  Englijh  circle  en4s, 
Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included  : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  fhip. 
Which  Cafar  and  his  fortune  bore  at  once* 

Dau*  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpired  then, 
Helen  the  ihother  of  great  Conjiantine, 
Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  daughters     were  like  thee. 
Bright  liar  of  Fenui  fall'n  down  on  the  earth. 
How  may  I  reverently  worlhip  thee  ? 

Alan,  Leave  oft'  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  fiege. 

Reig,  Woman,  do  what  thou  canil  to  fave  our  honours. 
Drive  ihem  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortalizM. 

Dau*  Prefently  try  :  come,  let's  away  about  it. 
No  prophet  will  I  truft  if  fhe  proves  falfe.  [^Exeuntm 
SCENE  VII. 
Before  the  Toiver-Gates  in  London. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  ivith  his  Ser'ving-men, 

Glou.  I  am  this  day  come  to  furvey  the  I'civer  5 
Since  Henry's  death  I  fear  there  is  conveyance  -J-. 
Where  be  thefe warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 
Open  the  gates.    'Tis  Gloticejler  that  calls. 

1  fFard.  Who's  there  that  knocketh  fo  imperiouHy? 

2  Man,  It  is  the  noble  Duke  of  Gloucejier. 

2  Ward,  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
1  Man,  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Protestor  ? 
I  JVard.  The  Lord  protedt  him  !  fo  we  anfwer  him  j 
We  do  no  otherwife  than  we  are  wilFd, 

*  Meaning  the  four  daughters  of  Philip^  mentionM  in  the  iiH 
chap,  of  the  Ads  of  the  Apoftles ,  who  h^d  all  the  gift  of  prophely- 
iogj  he  being  there  alio  called  Philip  the  Ev  ingelijl . 

t  By  Convejana  is  meant  Tfoeftj  s,  claudeftine  conveyance  of 
things  away. 
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Glau.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  will  ftand?  butmiije  ? 
There^s  none  Protedlor  of  the  realm  but  I. 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize  j 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghil  grooms  ? 

Gloucefler'i  men  rujh  at  the  Tower  gates j  atidV/oodyiic 
the  Lieutenant  fpeaks  ivithin, 

1Vood»  What  noifc  is  this  ?  what  traitors  have  we  here  ? 

Glcu»  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whofe  voice  I  hear  > 
Open  the  gates,  here's  Glo*Jier  that  would  enter. 

IVood.  Have  patience,  noble  Duke  5  I  may  not  open  | 
The  Cardinal  of  Wincbefter  forbids ; 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine  lhall  be  let  in. 

GIqu,  Faint-hearted  Wood'viie,  prize  ft  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  fVinchefiety  the  haughty  Prelate, 
Whom  Henry  our  late  Sovereign  ne*er  could  brook  f 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God  or  to  the  King  : 
Open  the  gate,  or  I'll  fhut  thee  out  Ihortly. 

Serv.  Open  the  gates  there  to  the  Lord  Prote£lor, 
We'll  burft  them  open  if  you  come  not  quickly. 
Enter  to  the  ProteBor  at  the  Tower  gates,  Wincheftet 
and  his  men  in  taivny  coats* 

Win*  How  now,  ambitious  Humphry^  what  means  this  ? 

Ghu,  f  Piel'd  Prieft,doll  thou  command  me  be  ihut  out  ? 

Win*  1  do,  thou  moft  ufurping  Proditor, 
And  not  Protedlor  of  the  King  or  realm, 

Giou*  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  confpirator. 
Thou  that  contriv'dft  to  murder  our  dead  Lord, 
Thou  that  giv'ft  *  whores  indulgencies  to  fin  } 
ril  canvafs  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  hat. 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  infolencc^ 

Win,  Nay,  ftand  thoU  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foots 
This  be  ^  Damafcusy  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 

f  Pe$Vdy  alluding  to  his  (haven  crown,  a  metaphor  from  a  p€cl*4 
•range. 

*  The  public  ftews  were  formerly  under  the  diftrift  of  the  Bifhop 
•f  fVincheJier. 

I-  Damafcus.  N.  B.  About  four  miles  from  Damaftus  is  a  high 
iill,  reported  to  be  the  fjunt  on  which  Cain  fl^  hi»  brother  jihtu 
Mauttdr,  Trav.  p.  i^. 

To 
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To  flay  thy  brother  Abel  if  thou  wilt.  * 

Here  Gloucefter'j  wf«  beat  out  the  Ca^dtnaVs*^  anderter 
in  the  hurly-burly  the  mayor  o/*London,  and  his  officers. 

Mayor,  Fie,  Lords,  that  you,  being  fupreme  magiftratcs. 
Thus  contumelioufly  fliould  break  the  peace  \ 

<7/(?a  Peace,  Mayor,for  thou  know'fV  little  of  my  wjfongss 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  the  Toiver  to  his  ufe. 

IVin,  Here's  GWfter  too,  a  foe  to  citizens. 
One  that  ftill  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'er-charging  your  free  purfes  with  large  fines^ 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Protestor  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower ^ 
To  crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince. 

Clou,  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

\Here  they  Jkirmijh  again* 

Mayor,  Nought  refts  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  lirifc. 
But  to  make  open  proclamation. 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canft. 
Off.  All  manner  of  men  ajfembkd  here  in  arms  this  day^agaiffi 

God's  peace  and  the  King's,  <we  charge  and  command ym. 

3n  his  Highnefs^s  name,  to  repair  to  your  fe'veral  drivelling 

places,  and  not  to  ivear,  handle,  or  ufe  any  fivord,  ^wea" 

fon,  or  dagger,  henceforward,  upon  pain  of  death* 

Clou,  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law ; 

*  — -  if  thou  wilt, 

Ghu.  I  will  not  Hay  thee,  but  Pll  drive  thee  backs 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth, 
I'll  afe  to  carry  tlxee  out  of  this  place. 

fVm.  Do  what  thoa  dar'll,  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

Glou.  What  I  am  I  dar»d,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ^ 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place. 
Blue  coats  to  tawny.   Prielt,  beware  thv  beard, 
1  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  foundly. 
Under  my  feet  I'll  ftamp  thy  Cardinal's  hat; 
In  fpight  of  Pope  or  dignities  of  church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

H^in.  Qlo'jtery  thou'it  anfwer  this  before  the  Pop^. 

Clou.  IVincheJier  Goofe,  I  cry  a  rope,  a  rope. 
Uow  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  flay  ? 
"Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  aria/. 
Out  tawny  coats!  out,  fcarlet  hj^pocrite J 
Utr*  Glouceflcr'; 
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Bufc  we  fliall  meet,  and  tell  our  minds  at  large* 

JVin»  Glojicr^  we*ll  meet  to  thy  dear  coft  be  fure  \ 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work* 

Mayor »  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away: 
This  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Clou,  Mayor,  farewel :  thou  doft  but  what  thou  may'ft, 
Win»  Abominable  Glo^fter,  guard  thy  head. 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  ere  be  long.  [Exeunt^ 
Mayor,  See  the  coaft  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart. 
Off,  Good  God  that  Nobles  fhould  fuch  ftomachs  bear  ? 
I  my  felf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt» 
SCENE   VIII.    Changes  to  Orleans,  in  France. 

Enter  the  Mafier^gunner  ©/"Orleans,  and  his  Bey, 
M,  Gun,  Sirrah,  thou  know'ft  how  Orleans  is  befieg'd. 
And  how  the  Englijh  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 
How  e'er  unfortunate  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 

M.  Gun,  But  now  thou  flialt  not.  Be  thou  rul'd  by  me  5 
Chief  Mafter-gunner  am  I  of  this  town. 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  Prince*s  Ypials  have  informed  me. 
The  Englijh  in  the  fuburbs  clofe  intrench'd 
Watch  through  a  fecret  grate  of  iron  bars. 
In  yonder  tow'r,  to  over- peer  the  city, 
And  thence  difcover  how  with  moft  advantage 
They  may  vex  us,  with  fhot  or  with  aflault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainftit  I  have  plac'd. 
And  fully  ev'n  thefe  three  days  have  I  watch'd 
If  I  could  fee  them.    Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch, 
if  thou  fpy'ft  any,  run  and  bring  me  word. 
And  thou  fhalt  find  me  at  the  Governor's.  [Exitk 

Boy,  Father,  I  warrant  you  ;  take  you  no  care  j 
1*11  never  trouble  you  if  I  may  fpy  them. 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Salifbury  and  Talbot  on  the  turrets,  nuith  otheru 
Sal,  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd  ? 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'lt  thou  to  be  released  ? 
Difcourfe,  I  pr  ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 


2j6  7/?e  Firft  Part  of 

TaL  The  Earl  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner. 
Called  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile  j 
For  him  was  I  exchangM  and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  man  of  arms  by  far. 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter^'d  mc  z 
Which  I  difdaining  fcorn'd,  and  craved  death, 
Kather  than  I  would  be  fo  vile  efteem'd. 
Jn  fine,  redeemed  I  was  as  I  defirM. 
But  O,  the  treacherous  Falfiaff  wounds  my  heart. 
Whom  with  my  bare  fifts  I  would  execute, 
Jf  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  pow'r. 

Sal.  Yet  tell'ft  thou  not  how  thou  wert  entertained.  ' 

T^/,  With  fcofFsand  fcorns,  and  contumelious  tauius. 
In  open  market-place  produc*d  they  me. 
To  be  a  public  fpeftacle  to  all. 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French ^ 
The  Scare-crow  that  affrights  our  children  fo« 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me. 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  ftones  out  of  the  ground^ 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  fhame. 
My  grilly  countenance  made  others  fly. 
None  durft  come  near  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  fecure: 
So  great  a  fear  my  name  amongft  them  fpread. 
That  they  fuppos'd  I  could  rend  bars  of  lieel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  polls  of  adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  fhot  I  had  5 
They  walk'd  about  me  ev'ry  minute-while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  bed. 
Ready  they  were  to  fhoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Sal,  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endar'dj 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fufficiently. 
Kow  it  is  fuppcr-time  in  Or  learn  : 
Here  through  this  grate  I  can  count  every  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortifie  : 
JLct  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee» 
Sir  Thomas  Gargra've,  and  Sir  iVilliam  Glanjdale, 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  opinions, 
Where  is  beft  place  to  make  our  batt'ry  next  ? 

Qar^  I  think  at  the  north  gate,  for  there  Hand  Lords. 
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Glan,  And  I  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 
TaL  For  ought  I  fee  this  city  muft  be  famifli*d. 
Or  with  light  fkirmifhes  enfeebled. 

^Herethey Jhoot-,  Saliibury  and  Sir  Tho.Gargrave/<j//  down* 
Sal,'  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  finners ! 
Gar,  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man  ! 
TaL  What  chance  is  this  that  fuddenly  hath  croft  us  ? 

Speak,  Salijb'ry  j  at  leaft  if  thou  canft  fpeak  ; 

How  far'ft  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ?  . 

One  of  thy  eyes  and  thy  cheeks  fide  ftruck  off  I 

-Accurfed  tow'r,  accurfed  fatal  hand 

That  hath  contriv'd  this  wofvil  tragedy ! 

In  thirteen  battels  Salijbwy  overcame  : 

Henry  the  Fifth  he  nrft  train'd  to  the  wars. 

Whilrt;  any  trump  did  found,  or  drum  ftruck  up. 

His  fworddid  ne'er  leave  flriking  hi  the  field. 

Yet  iiv'fl  thou,  Salijh'ry  ?  though  thy  fpeech  doth  fail^ 

One  eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  heav'nfor  grace."* 

Heav'n,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 

If  Salijbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands ! 

Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. 

Sir  T'homas  Gargravey  haft  thou  any  life  ? 

Speak  unto  Talbot ^  nay,  look  up  to  him. 

O  Salijh\yy  chear  thy  fpirit  with  this  comfort. 

Thou  /hall  not  die,  while  — 

■  He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  fmiles  on  me, 

jAs  who  fhould  fay.  When  I  am  dead  and gone^ 

Remember  to  anjcnge  me  on  the  French, 

Plantagenety  I  will  j  and,  Nero-Yike, 

play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  burn ! 

Wretched  ihall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Here  an  alarum^  and  it  thunders  and  Itghtenu 

What  ftir  is  this  ?  what  tumult's  in  the  heav'ns  ? 

Whence  cometh  this  alarum  and  this  noife  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 
Meff,  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Frencbhivt  gathered  hcad» 

The  Dauphin  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  piriii^ 

♦-—to  heav'n  for  grace. 
The  fan  with  one  eyo  viewelh  all  the  world. 
Kcav'n,  be  thou, 
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A  holy  prophetefs  new  rifen  up. 

Is  come  with  a  great  pow'r  to  raife  the  fiege. 

\^Here  SaJifbury  lifteth  himfelf  up  and graanU 
,  l^ah  Hear,  hear  how  dying  5 doth  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  revengM. 
Frenchmen f  Til  be  a  Salijbury  to  you.* 
Convey  brave  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  we'll  try  what  daftard  Frenchmen  dare. 

[Alarum*  Exit* 

IThey  carry  out  Salifbury  and  Sir  Tho.  Gargrave. 
S  C  E  N  E  X. 

Here  an  alarum  again  j  and  Talbot  furfueth  the  Dauphin, 
and  dri'veth  him:  then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  dri'ving 
Dngliflimen  before  her,    I'hen  enter  Talbot. 
Tj/.  Where  is  my  ftrength,  my  valour  and  my  force  ? 

Our  Englip  troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  them  : 

A  woman  clad  in  armour  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  /he  comes.    I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee  5 

Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee  : 

Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch, 

And  ftraightway  give  thy  foul  to  him  thou  ferv*il. 

FuceL  Come,  come,  'tis  only  Ithat  muft  difgrace  thee. 

[T:heyfght,  t 

Talbot,  farewel,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 
I  muft  go  vidual  Orleans  forthwith. 

[A Jhort  alarum,    Then  enter  the  tcivn  ivith  SoldierSt 
O'ertake  me  if  thou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go,  chear  up  thy  hunger-ftarved  men. 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  teftament : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fhall  be.    [Exit  Pucellei 

r  *— .a  Salisbury  to  you. 
Puxel  or  PuJ'el^  Dolphin  or  Dog-fjh, 
Your  hearts  I'll  ftamp  out  with  my  Horfe's  heelsj 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. 
Convey  brave,  Gfr. 
t—  iThey  jfighu 

Tal.  Heav'ns,  can  you  fuffer  hell  fo  to  prevail  ? 
My  breaft  I'll  burft  with  ftraining  of  my  courage. 
And  from  my  fhoulders  crack  my  arms  afunder. 
But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  ftrUBipeU 


King  Henry  VI.  279 

I'al  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  1  do  : 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal  ^ 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  fhe  lifts: 
So  Bees  with  fmoak,  and  Doves  with  noifome  ftench. 
Are  from  their  hives  and  houfes  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us  for  our  fiercencfs  Englijh  dogs. 
Now  like  their  whelps  we  crying  run  away.[y^/?<?rf  alarum* 
Hark,  countrymen,  either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  Lions  out  of  England's  coat  j 
Renounce  your  foil,  give  Sheep  in  Lions  ftead: 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  tim'rous  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  Haves. 

[Alarum.    Here  another  Jkirmijh. 
It  will  not  be  :  retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  confented  unto  Salisbury'' 5  death. 
For  none  would  ftrike  a  liroke  in  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  enterM  into  Orleans, 
In  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  we  could  do. 
O  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury  I 
The  fhame  hereofwillmakeme  hide  my  head,  [^^Ar/f  Talbot* 
[Alarum y  Retreat,  Flourifh, 
SCENE    XL    Enter  on  the  wall,  Pucelle,  Dau  • 
phin,  Reignier,  Alanfon,  and  Soldiers. 

Pucel,  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls, 
Kefcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Englijh  Wolves  ; 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Dau.  Divineft  creature,  bright  Aftrea\  daughter. 
How  /ball  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs ! 
Thy  promifes  are  like  Adonis  gardens  *, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. 
France ^  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs ! 

•  The^flr^/wj  ofJldonis  were  never  reprefented  under  any  local  de* 
fcription,  nor  is  any  fuch  thing  implied  in  this  place.  They  were 
cnly  beds  of  earth  put  into  portable  cafes  of  filver  or  other  matter, 
in  \*hich  were  raited  fuch  flowers  and  herbs  as  M'ere  of  quick  growth 
and  fliort  continuance,  the  produftion  and  maturity  of  them  being 
alio  haften'd  by  artifi-ial  means.  Upon  this  quicknefs  of  growth  th? 
allufion  here  is  founded  :  though  antiently  the  gardens  of  Jldenis  was 
a  proverbial  exprefTion  10  fignify  tranfitory  fleeting  pleaiures,  ancj 
pcrfoJis  aUo  of  a  ili^ht  uilling  account.   See  Era/mi  adiigia, 

A  a  2  Recover^ 
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RecoverM  is  the  town  of  Orleans ; 

JVlore  bleffed  hap  did  ne*er  befal  our  ftate. 

Reig,  "Why  ring  not  cut  the  bells  throughout  the  town  ? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feart  and  banquet  in  the  open  ftreets. 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  giv'n  us* 

jSlan,  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  playM  the  men. 

Don,  'Tisjoattf  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won  ; 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her. 
And  all  the  Priefls  and  Friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  procefiion  fing  her  endlefs  praife, 
A  ftatelier  pyramid  to  her  Til  rear. 
Than  Rbodope's  or  Memphis'  ever  was : 
In  memory  of  her,  when  fhe  is  dead. 
Her  a/hes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich  jewell'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Tranfporttd  fhall  be  at  high  feftivals, 
Ever  before  the  Kirgs  and  Queens  of  Francs* 
No  longer  on  St.  Dennis  will  we  cry. 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  fhall  be  France" s  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  vidory.       [Flourijh,  Exeunf* 

A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  Orleans. 
Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band^  luitb  two  Cdntinels, 
Serj.  C  1  R  S,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 

If  any  noife  or  foldier  you  perceive 
Kear  to  the  wall,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Cent,  Serjeant,  you  fhall.    Thus  are  poor  fervltors, 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold, 
JSnterT&\hoty  Bedford,  ^aw^^ Burgundy, w;V^  fcaling  ladders^ 
'Their  drums  hating  a  dead  march, 
Tai,  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, 
By  whofe  approach  the  regions  of  Artoisy 
Walloon f  and  Picardy  are  friends  to  us  5 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure, 

Ha-^in 
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Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquettcd. 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity 

fitting  be  ft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Cont.rivM  by  art  and  baleful  forcery. 

Bed,  Coward  of  France  !  how  much  he  wrongs  his  fdmCj^ 
Defpairing  of  his  own  arms  fortitude. 
To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  hell ! 

Bur,  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle  whom  they  term  fo  pure 

^aL  A  maid,  they  fay. 

Bed,  A  maid  ?  and  be  fo  martial  ? 

Bur,  Pray  God  /he  prove  not  mafculine  ere  long. 
If  underneath  the  ftandard  of  the  French 
She  carry  armour  as  fhe  hath  begun. 

Tal,  Well,  let  them  pradife  and  converfe  with  fpirlt-s  j 
God  is  our  fortrefs,  in  whofe  conquVing  name 
Let  usrefolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot ,  we  will  follow  thee* 

Tal.  Not  all  together :  better  far  I  guefs. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  feveral  ways : 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  j  Til  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  I  to  this. 

Ttf/.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave* 
Now,  Salisbury  !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right. 
Of  jLngUJh  Henry y  fhall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent*  Arm aim  !  the  enemy  doth  make  afTauIt.  \JVithin» 
[The  Enc^lifh  cry,  St.  George  !  A  Talbot  I 
SCENE  II. 
Tl^e  French  leap  o'er  the  *ijtjalh  in  their  Jhirts.    Enter,  fe^ 

weral  ivays,  Baflard,  Alanfon,  Reignier,  half  readj 

and  half  unready. 

Alan,  How  now,  my  Lords?  what,  all  unready  fo  ? 

Baft,  Unready  ?  I  am  glad  we  "'fcap'd  fo  well. 

/v^/^,  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds. 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 

Alan.  Of  all  exploits  fince  fir  ft  I  foUow'd  arms. 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 

A  a  3  Mor 
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More  venturous,  or  defperate  than  this. 

Baft*  I  think  thisT^/^i)?  is  a  fiend  of  hell, 
3f  not  of  hell,  the  heav'ns  fure  favour  him. 

Alan»  Here  cometh  Charles y  I  marvel  how  he  fpedi 

Enter  Dauphin  and  [oan. 
Baft,  Tut!  holy         was  his  defenfive  guard. 
D^;/.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didft  ihou  at  firft,  to  flatter  us  withal. 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain  j 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  fo  much  ? 

Pucel.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  pow'r  alike  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking  muft  I  flill  prevail  ? 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
Improvident  foldiers !  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  fall'n. 

Dau,  Duke  of  Alanfon,  this  was  your  default. 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alan,  Had  all  our  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept. 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  fhamefully  furpriz'd. 
Baft,  Mine  was  fecure. 
Beig,  And  fo  was  mine,  my  Lord. 
Dau,  And  for  my  felf,  moft  part  of  all  this  aighfe 
Within  her  quarter  and  mine  own  precinct 
3  was  employ'd  in  pafTing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels. 
Then  how  or  vv'hich  way  fhould  they  firfl  break  in  ? 

PuceL  Queftion,  my  Lord,  no  further  of  the  cafe^ 
How  or  which  way  ;  'tis  fure  they  found  fome  part 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made : 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  fhift  but  this. 
To  gather  foldiers,  fratter'd  and  difperft. 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  them.  [Exeu^ 

SCENE   IIL    Within  the  'walls  of  Orleans. 
Alarum,    Enter  a  Soldier  crying  ^  a  Talbot !  a  Talbot 
the  French  Jiy,  leaving  their  cloaths  behind  * 
Scl,  rjl  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left  5 
The  cry  of  Talkt  ferves  me  for  a  fword. 
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For  I  have  Joaden  me  with  many  fpoils, 
Ufing  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit* 
Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy, 
Bed,  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over-veird  the  earth. 
Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit.  [jRstreat* 

TaL  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury^ 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  curfed  town. 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  foul. 
For  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him. 
There  have  at  leall  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to-nighta 
And  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
What  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  the  chiefeft  temple  I'll  ere£l 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpfe  /hall  be  interr'd : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  fack  of  Orleans, 
The  treach'rous  manner  of  his  mournful  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France, 
But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  mafTacre, 
I  mufe  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc, 
Nor  any  of  his  falfe  confederates. 

Bed,  'Tis  thought,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began^ 
RousM  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowlie  beds. 
They  did  amongft  the  troops  of  armed  men 
Leap  o'er  the  walls,  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur,  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern 
For  fmoak  and  dufty  vapours  of  the  night. 
Am  fure  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  trull  ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  fwiftly  running. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 
That  could  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 
"JVe'll  follow  them  with  all  the  pow'r  we  have. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 
Me[f.  AH  hail,  my  Lords !  which  of  this  Princely  traia 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  a£ts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

5  "Xah 
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*Tal,  Here  Is  the  Talbot ^  who  would  fpealc  with  him  ? 

Meff,  The  virtuous  Lady,  Countefs  of  Awvergne, 
With  mocefty  admiring  thy  renown, 
By  me  intreats,  great  Lord,  thou  would'ft  vouchfafa 
To  vifit  her  poor  caftle  where  fhe  lyes  j 
That  ihe  may  boaft  flie  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whofe  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  ev'n  fo  ?  nay,  then  I  fee  our  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comic  fport, 
When  Ladies  crave  to  be  encounter'd  with. 
You  can't,  my  Lord,  defpife  her  gentle  fuit. 

TaL  Nay,  truft  me  there :  for  when  a  world  of  mea 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  over-ruTd : 
Aud  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks. 
And  in  fubmiflion  will  attend  on  her. 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed,  No  truly,  that  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid,  unbidden  guefts 
Are  often  welcomeft  when  they  are  gone. 

Ta!.  Well  then,  alone,  fince  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  Lady's  courtefie. 
Come  hither,  captain  j  you  pi-rceive  my  mind.  [TVhifpers^ 

Capt,  1  do,  my  Lord,  and  mean  accordingly.  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE   IV.    rhe  Countefs  of  AuvtvgnQS  CaJIie. 
Enter  the  Countefs  and  her  Porter. 

Count,  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge. 
And  when  you've  done  fo,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Port,  Madam,  I  will.  [ExiK 

Count,  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all  things  fall  out  right^ 
I  ihall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit. 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  Knight, 
And  his  atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears. 
To  give  their  cenfure  of  thefe  rare  reports. 

Enter  Meffenger  and  Talbot. 

Mejf,  Madam,  according  as  your  Lady/hip 
By  melTage  crav'd;  fg  is  Lord  T^alhgt  comsi 
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Ceuift,  And  he  is  welcome  j  what  ?  is  this  the  man  ? 

Meff"*  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  fcourgc  of  France  f 
I5  this  the  Talbot  fo  much  fear'd  abroad. 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  ftill  their  babes  ^ 
I  fee  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
1  thought  I  fhould  have  feen  fome  Hercules^ 
A  fecond  He^or  for  his  grim  afpeft, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  Itrong-knit  llmb?» 
Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  filly  dwarf : 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  wrizled  Shrimp 
Should  ilrike  fuch  terror  in  his  enemies, 

TaL  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  I 
But  fince  your  Ladyfhip  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'll  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Count,  What  means  he  now  ?  Go  ask  whither  he  goej* 

MeJ/'.  Stay,  my  Lord  Tslbot,  for  my  Lady  craves 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Marry,  for  that  flic's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
J  go  to  certify  her,  T^/^o?'s  here. 

Enter  Potter,  *witb  hys. 

Count,  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prifoner. 

'Tal.  Pris'ner  ?  to  whom  ? 

Count,  To  me,  blood-thirlly  Lord  : 
And  for  that  caufe  I  trainM  thee  to  my  houfe. 
Long  time  thy  ihadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me^ 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  pi£lure  hangs : 
But  now  the  fubftance  /hall  endure  the  like. 
And  I  will  chain  thefc  legs  and  arms  of  thine. 
That  haft  by  tyranny  thefe  many  years 
Wafted  our  country,  flain  our  citizens. 
And  fent  our  fons  and  husbands  Captivate. 

Tal,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Count,  Laugheft  thou,  wretch  ?  ihy  mirth  fliall  turn  to 
moan. 

7ai,  I  laugh  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip  fo  fond. 
To  think  that  you  have  ought  but  Talbct\  ftiadow 
"V^hereon  to  pradice  your  feverity. 

Count,  Why  ?  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

Tfl/,  I  am  Indeed . 

Count*. 
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Count,  Then  have  I  fubftance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,  I  am  but  fhadow  of  my  felf : 
You  are  deceived,  my  fubftance  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmalleft  part 
And  leaft  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you,  Madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count,  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce. 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal,  That  will  I  fhew  you  prefently. 

[IVinds  his  horn,  drums  Jirike  upy  a  peal  of  Ordnance^ 
Enter  Soldiers, 
How  fay  you,  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded 
That  Talbot  is  but  fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Thefe  are  his  fubftance,  finews,  arms  and  ftrength, 
Wirh  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  necks, 
Razeth  your  cities  and  fubverts  your  towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate. 

Count,  Victorious  Talbot ^  pardon  my  abufe  j 
I  find  thou  art  no  lefs  than  fame  hath  bruited. 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  fhape. 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  v/rath. 
For  I  am  ibrry  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  difmay'd,  fair  Lady,  nor  mifconflrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot y  as  you  did  miftake 
Tfee  outward  copipofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done  hath  not  offended  me ; 
Norr  other  fatisfadliOn  do  I  crave. 
But  only  with  your  patience  that  we  may 
Tafte  of  your  wine,  and  fee  what  cates  you  have. 
For  foldiers  ftomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feail  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfe.  [Exeunt ^ 
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SCENE  V. 
Changes  to  London,  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk, 
Vernon,  and  others. 
Plan,  Great  Lords  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this 
filence  ? 

Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  cafe  of  truth  ? 

Suf,  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud. 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan,  Then  fay  at  once  if  I  maintained  the  truth ; 
And  was  not  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'  error  ? 

Suf,  Taith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law, 
I  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Som,  Judge  you,  my  Lord  oiWarwicky  then  between  us. 

War,  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitchy 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth. 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  bell. 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merrieft  eye,  . 
I  have  perhaps  fome  /hallow  fpirit  of  judgment ; 
But  in  thefe  nice  fharp  quillets  of  the  law. 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plan,  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance  % 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide. 
That  any  pur-blind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som,  And  on  my  fide  it  is  fo  well  apparell'd, 
So  clear,  fo  Ihining,  and  fo  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan,  Since  you  are  tongue-ty'd,  andfo  loth  to  fpcak^ 
In  dumb  fignificance  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman 
And  Hands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  rofe  with  me, 

So7n,  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  and  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rofe  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

IV ar,  I  love  no  colours ;  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infinuating  flattery, 
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I  pluck  this  white  rofe  with  Plantagtnet. 

Suf.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe  with  young  Somerfet^ 
And  fay  withal  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Ver,  Stay,  Lords  and  gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 
•Till  you  conclude  that  he  upon  whofe  fide 
The  fewelt  rofes  are  cropM  from  the  tree. 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som,  Good  mafter  Vernorty  it  is  well  objected  j 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubfcjribe  in  filence. 

Plan,  And  I, 

yer,  Thtn  for  the  truth  andplainnefs  of  the  cafe, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blolibm  here. 
Giving  my  verdift  on  the  white  rofe  fide.  * 

Som,  Well,  well,  come  08,  v;ho  elfe  ? 

Laivyer.  Unlefs  my  ftudy  and  my  books  be  falfe, 
/The  argument  you  held  was  wrong  in  you  ,  [To  Somerfet* 
In  lign  whereof  I  pluck  a  white  rofe  too. 

Flan,  Now,  Someffet,  where  is  your  argument  ? 

Som.  Here  in  my  fcabbard,  meditating  that 
Shall  dye  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red. 

*"  •  the  white  rofe  fide. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  fiager  as  you  pluck  it  ofF, 
Left  bleeding  you  do  paint  the  white  rofe  red, 
And  fall  on  my  fide  io  againft  your  will. 

f^er.  If  X,  my  Lord,  for  my  opmion  bleed, 
Opinion  lhall  be  furgeon  to  ray  hurt. 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  where  lUlI  I  am. 

Som.  Well,  well,  Csfc, 

f  — a  bloody  red. 

Plan.  Mean  time  your  Cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  rofeSi 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnelTing 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  Plantagenet^ 
*risnot  for  fear,  but  anger  that  thy  cheeks 
B'ufh  for  pure  Hiame  to  counterfeit  our  rofes, 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confels  thy  error. 

Fian.  Rath  not  thy  rofe  a  canker,  Somerfet  ? 

Som .  Hath  not  thy  rofe  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  ? 

Flan.  Ay,  fharp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth, 
Whiles  thy  confuming  canker  eats  his  falfliood. 

Som.  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  rcfsSj 
That  fliall  maintain  what  I  have  f^id  is  truC) 
Where  falfe  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  fceil» 

i'lan,  Now  by  this  raaidsa— 
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Plan,  Now  by  this  maiden  bloffom  in  my  hand, 
ifcorn  thee  and  thy  faction,  peevifii  boy. 

Suf,  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way.  Plant agenet, 
flan.  Proud  Poky  \  will,  and  fcorn  both  him  and  thee* 
Siif,  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat, 
Som.  Away,  away,  good  Willjam  de  la  Pole  j 
We  grace  the  Yeoman  by  converfing  with  him. 

War»  Now,  by  God*s  will,  thou  wrong' ft  hini,Sofnerfai 

His  grandfather  was  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence, 

Third  fon  to  the  third  EikvardYLm^^  of  England; 

Spring  creftlefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  root  ? 
Plan,  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 

Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 

On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Chriftendom* 

Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge^ 

For  treafon  'headed  in  our  late  King's  days  ? 

And  by  liis  treafon  ftand'ft  not  thou  attainted^  ^ 

Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry  ? 

His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood. 

And  'till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  Yeoman. 
Plan,  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted, 

Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor ; 

And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Soinerfet^ 

Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 

3For  your  partaker  Pole,  and  you  your  felf, 

V\\  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 

To  fcourge  you  for  this  reprehenfion  j 

Look  to  it  welly  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'd- 
isom.  Ah,  thou  (halt  find  us  ready  for  thee  lIlH  5 

And  know  us  by  thefe  colours  for  thy  foes : 

For  thefe  my  friends  in  fpight  of  thee  fhall  wear. 
Plan,  And  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofe. 

As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 

Will  I  for  ever  and  my  faction  wear, 

Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave^^ 

Or  fiourifli  to  the  height  of  my  degree^ 

Suf,  Go  forward,  and  be  choak'd  with  thy  ambltlf^n  : 
And  fo  farewel  yntil  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exir, 
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So7}i,  Have  with  thee,  Fole:  farewel,  ambitious 

TIan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it! 
War,  This  blot  that  theyobjedl  agamft  your  houfe, 

Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  Parliament, 

Cali'd  for  the  truce  of  JVinchefter  and  Gloucejier  : 

And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  Tork, 

3  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  VFarwick, 

JMean  time  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 

Again f?-  proud  Somerfet  and  William  Pole, 

Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rofc. 

And  here  I  prcphefie  5  this  brawl  to-day. 

Grown  to  this  fa<5lion  in  the  Temple  garden. 

Shall  fend  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white 

A  thoufand  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night.* 
S  C  E  N  E  VI.    A  Prifin. 
Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chair y  and  yailors^ 
Mor,  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age. 

Let  dying Mertimer  here  reft  himfelf. 

Ev'n  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprifonment : 
And  thefe  grey  locks,  the  purfuivants  of  death, 
JVeJIor-likc  aged  in  an  age  of  care. 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
Thefe  eyes,  like  lamps  whofe  v/afting  oil  is  fpent, 
"Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent. 
Weak  /houlders  over-born  with  burthen'ng  grief, 
And  pithlefs  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 
That  droops  his  faplefs  branches  to  the  ground : 
Yet  are  theie  feet  v/hcfe  ftrengthieis  ftay  is  numbj, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  lump  of  clay) 
Swift- winged  v/ith  delire  to  get  a  grave. 
As  witting  i  no  other xomfort  have. 

*  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan.  Good  mafter  Fernon,  1  am  bound  to  yow, 
TRat  yoa  ou  my  behalf  would  piuck  a  fiow'r. 

Fer.  In  your  behalf  ftili  will  I  wear  the  fame* 

Lawyer.  And  lo  wilt  1. 

Flan.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner ;  1  dare  fay 
This  quarrel  will  drink  bicod  another  di^:y, 
C  £  N 


But 
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But  tell  me,  keeper,  \n\\  my  nephew  come  ? 

Keep»  Richard  P/antagenet,  my  Lord,  will  ccme  y 
"We  fent  unto  the  Temple/  to  his  chamber. 
And  anfwer  was  return'd  that  he  will  come, 

Mor,  Enough  ;  my  foul  then  (hall  be  fatisfyMa 
Poor  gentleman,  his  wrong  ddth  equal  miiie» 
Since  Henry  Monfnouth  firll  began  to  reign,  J 
(Before  whofe  glory  I  was  great  in  arms,) 
This  loathfome  fequeftration  have  I  had  j 
And  ev'n  fince  then  hath  Richard  been  obfcur'd, 
Dcpriv'd  of  honour  and  inheritance. 
But  now  the  arbitrator  of  defpairs, 
Jufl:  death,  kind  umpire  of  men*s  miferles. 
With  fweet  enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence* 
J  would  his  trcubles  likewife  were  expired. 
That  lb  he  mi^>ht  recover  what  was  loft  i 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

Keep,  My  Lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  comCt 

Mor.  Richard  Plantagenet ^  friend,  is  he  come  ? 

Plan,  T,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  nephew,  late  defpifed  Richard^  comes. 

Mor,  Dire6i:  mine  arms  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bofom  fpend  my  lateft  gafp. 
Oh,  tell  me  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks. 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kifs. 
And  now  declare,  fweet "ftem  from  Tor'iC^  great  ftock. 
Why  didft  thou  fay  of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd  ? 

Plan,  Firft  lean  thine  aged  back  againll  mine  arm. 
And  in  that  eafe  I'll  tell  thee  my  difpieafure. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe. 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerfet  dnd  me : 
Amongll  which  terms  he  us'd  his  lavifli  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death  j 
Which  obloquy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 
Therefore,  good  uncle,  for  my  father's  fake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance  fake,  declare  the  caufe 
My  father  Earl  of  Cambridge  loft  his  head, 

B  b  a  M(>r^ 
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Mor,  This  caufe,  fair  nephew,  that  imprifon'd  me. 
And  hath  detained  me  all  my  fiow'ring  youth 
Within  a  Icathfome  dungeon,  there  to  pine, 
Was  curfed  inftrument  of  his  deceafe. 

Flan,  pikover  more  at  large  what  caufe  that  was^ 
For  I  am  ignorant  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor,  I  will,  if  that  :r,y  fading  breath  permit. 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  (he  Fourth,  grandfather  to  this  King, 
Depor'd  his  couHn  ^ichardy  Edxvard\  fon. 
The  firft- begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  King,  the  third  of  that  defcent. 
During  whofe  reign  the  Percies  of  the  north. 
Finding  his  ufurpation  moft  unjuft, 
Fndeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne. 
The  reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  Lords  to  this, 
Was,  for  that  young  King  Richard  thus  remov'4 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body, 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage : 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  Buke  of  Clarence,  the  third  fon 
To  the  Third  Edivard  j  whereas  Bolingbroke 
From  jfohn  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 
Being  but  the  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
But  mark  ;  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightfiil  heir, 
I  loft  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth 
After  his  Father  Bolingbroke  did  reign, 
Thy  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  (then  derived 
From  famous  Edmund  Largley  Duke  of  Tork,^ 
Marrying  my  filter  that  thy  m.other  was  j) 
Again  in  pity  of  my  hard  diftrefs 
Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem 
And  re-inftal  me  in  the  diadem  : 

But  as  the  reil,  fo  fell  that  noble  Earl, 

And  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  ,the  title  refted,  were  fuppreft. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  Lord,  your  honour  is  the  laft. 
Mir»  True  j  and  thou  feeft  that  I  no  iflue  have, 

Ani 
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And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 

Thou  art  my  heir  j  the  reft  I  wifh  thee  gather: 

But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudicus  care. 

Plan,  Thy  grave  admoni/hments  prevail  with  me  : 
But  yet  methink^  my  father's  execution 
iWSis  nothing  Jefs  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  filence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic  : 
Strong- fixed  is  the  houfe  of  Lancafter^ 
And  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov*d. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence, 
As  Princes  from  their  Courts  when  they  are  cIoyM 
With  Jong  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Flan,  O  uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  age  ! 

Mor^  Thou  doft  then  wrong  me,  as  that  flaughter  doth 
Which  giveth  many  wounds  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  good  5 
Only  give  order  for  my  funeral. 
And  fo  farewel  j  and  fair  befal  thy  hopes. 
And  profp'rous  be  thy  life,  in  peace  and  war  !  [Z)/Vr« 

Flan,  And  peace,  no  war,  befal  thy  parting  foul  I 
in  prifonliaft  thou  fpcnta  pilgrimage, 
^nd  like  a  hermit  over-pa  ft  thy  days. 
VVell  I  will  lock  his  counfel  in  my  breaft. 
And  what  I  do  ima[ine  let  that  reft. 
FCeepers,  convey  him  hence,  and  I  my  felf 
iVill  fee  his  burial  better  than  his  life. 
Flere  dies  the  dufky  torch  of  M5rr;Wr, 
;jhoak'd  with  th*  ambition  of  a  meaner  fort*«  ♦ 
flind  for  thofe  wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries 
A^hich  Somerjtt  hath  offer 'd  to  my  houfe, 

doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redrefs  them* 
\nd  therefore  hafte  1  to  the  Parliament  j 
Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  blood, 

i)r  make  my  ill  th'  advantage  of  my  good.  [ExiK 

♦  Being  made  a  tool  by  the  Ftrcin  aad  others  to  countcnanct 
icijr  quarrels. 
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ACT   III.    SCENE  I. 

The  Parliament.  Fhurifi.  Enter  King  Henry,  Exe- 
ter, Gloucefter,  Wincheiter,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suf- 
folk, ^and  Richard  Plantagenet.  Gloucefter  offers  to  fut 
up  a  bill  :  Winchefter  fnatches  it,  and  t^ars  it* 
Win,  QOM'ST  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines. 
With  written  pamphlets  fludioufly  dcvis'd  ? 

Humphry  of  CWfler,  if  thou  c^nft  accufe 

Or  ought  intend'lt  to  lay  unto  my  charg^e. 

Do  it  w^hout  invention  fuddenly  j 

As  I  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fpeech 

Purpcife  to  anfwer  what  thou  canff  obje£l. 

Glou,  Prefumptuous  Prieft,  this  place  commands  my  pa-f 

Or  thou  fhouId*'ft  find  thou  haft  dillionour'd  me.  £tien(:e, 

Tl^ink  not,  although  in  writing  1  prefer'd 

The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes, 

Thai  therefore!  haveforg'd,  or  am  not  able 

Verbatim  to  rehear fe  the  method  of  my  pen. 

No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wickednefs. 

Thy  leud,  peftif  reus,  and  diffencious  pranks, 

T^he  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 

Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurer, 

Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace, 

Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 

A  man  of  thy  profefficn  and  degree. 

And  for  thy  treack'ry,  what's  moie  manifeft  ? 

In  that  thcu  laid'ft  a  trap  to  take  my  life, 
As  well  at  London- Bridge y  as  at  the  Ttnuer, 
Befide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted. 
The  King  thy  Sovereign  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

Win,  Glo'ftcr^  I  do  defy  thee.    Lords,  vouchfafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fhall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  perverfe,  ambitious. 
As  he  will  have  me  J  how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
How  haps  it  then  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Ot  raife  my  felf,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling  } 
And  for  diffention,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  1  do  ?  except  I  be  provok'd. 
No,  my  good  Lords,  it  is  not  that  ofifends^ 
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It  is  not  that  which  hath  incens'd  the  Duke  ; 
It  is  becaufe  no  one  fhould  fway  but  he  ; 
No  one  but  he  fhould  be  about  the  King  j 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breaft. 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  accufations  forth. 
But  he  lhall  know  I  am  as  good— - 

Glou»  As  good  ? 
Thou  baftard  of  my  grandfather  ! 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  Sir  5  for  what  are  you,  I  pray,  ] 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glou.  Am  not  I  then  Protestor,  fawcy  Prieft  ? 

Win,  And  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  church  ? 

Glou.  Yes,  as  an  out-law  in  a  caftle  keeps. 
And  ufeth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win,  Unrev'rend  Glo'Jier  I 

Glou,  Thou  art  reverend 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  function,  not  thy  life* 

Win.  This  Rome  ihall  remedy. 

Glou,  Go  thither  then. 

War,  My  Lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear.     To  Win* 

Som.  I'll  fee  the  Bifhop  be  not  over-born : 
Methinks  my  Lord  Ihould  be  religious, 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War,  Methinks  his  Lordfhip  ihould  be  humbler  then^ 
It  fitteth  not  a  Prelate  fo  to  plead. 

Som,  Yes,  when  his  holy  flate  is  touch'd  fo  near. 

War,  State  holy  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  Grace  Protedlor  to  the  King  ? 

Rich,  Plantagenet  I  fee  muft  hold  his  tongue,  [  Afide^ 
Left  itbe  faid,  Speak ^  Jirr ah,  uohen  you  Jkould  y 
Muft  ^Qur  bold  nardiEi  enter  talk  ivith  Lords  f 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Wincbefter. 

K,  Henry,  Uncles  of  Glo'fter  and  of  Winchejfer, 
The  fpeciai  watchmen  of  our  Englijh  weal  5 
1  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
Oh,  what  a  fcandal  is  it  to  our  crown. 
That  two  fuch  noble  Peers  as  ye  ihould  jar  ! 
Believe  me.  Lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell 
Civil  diffentioa  is  a  viperous  worm^ 
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That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. 

\A  noife  ivhhin,  Down  with  the  tawny  coats* 
K.Hc?^;^'.  What  tumult's  this? 
War,  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 
Begun  through  malice  of  the  Bifl^op's  men. 

[A  noife  again.  Stones,  Stone*. 
SCENE    11.     Enter  Mayor. 
Mayor,  O  my  good  Lords,  and  virtuous  Henry ^ 
Pity  the  city  London,  pity  us ; 
The  Bi/hop's  and  the  Dukeof  G/(3'/^r's  men, 
.  Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon. 
Have  fill'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebbJe  ftones  j 
And  banding  themfelvesin  contrary  parts. 
Do  pelt  fo  faft  at  one  another*s  pates, 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knockM  out  s 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 
And  we  for  fear  compeird  to  fhut  our  /hops. 

Enter  fe<veral  in  skirmifi  with  bloody  pates, 
K.  Henry,  We  charge  you  on  allegiance  to  our  felves. 
To  hold  your  flaught'ring  hands  and  keep  the  peace  ; 
Pray,  xinch  Glo'^Jler,  mitigate  this  ftrife. 

I  Serv,  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  ftones,  wa'U  fall  to  it 

Vw^ith  our  teeth. 
2Serv,  Do  what  ye  dare,weare  asrefolute.  {ShirtrJJh  again* 
4^lo,  You  of  my  houHioId,  leave  this  peevifh  broil, 
And  fet  this  unaccuftomM  fight  afide. 

3  Serv,  My  Lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft  and  upright  5  and  for  your  royal  birth 
Inferior  to  none  but  his  Majelly  : 
And  ere  that  w€  will  fuffer  fuch  a  Prince, 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  common- weal. 
To  be  difgraced  by  an  Ink  horn -mate, 
We  and  our  wives  and  children  all  will  fight, 
And  have  our  bodies  llaughterM  by  thy  foes. 

I  Serv,  Ay,  and  the  very  paring  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field  when  we  are  dead.         [^Begin  again* 

Glou,  Stay,  ftay. 
And  if  you  love  me  as  you  fay  you  do. 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 
K.  Htr.ry,  O,  how  this  dif^ofd  doth  afSift  my  foul  I 
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Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchejier,  behold 
My  fighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent? 
Who  fhould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  ihould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War,  My  Lord  Proteftor,  yield  :  yield,  Winchejier  j 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  repulfe 
To  flay  your  Sovereign  and  deftroy  the  realm. 
You  fee  what  mifchief  and  what  murther  too 
Hath  been  enaded  through  your  enmity  s 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  blood. 
Win»  He  fliall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Glou,  Companion  on  the  King  commands  me  floop, 
Or  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  ere  the  Prieft 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War,  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Wincbefier,  the  Duke 
Hath  bani{h*d  moody  difcontented  fury, 
As  by  his^fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear. 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  Hern  and  tragical  ? 

Glou,  Here,  Winchejier,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 
K,. Henry,  ^ie,  uncle  Beaujort :  I  have  heard  you  preachy 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach. 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame  ? 

War,  Sweet  King !  the  Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird  s 
Tor  ihame,  my  Lord  of  WincBijffer.^  relent  5 
What,  fhall  a  child  inliru£l  you  what^to  do  ? 

Win,  Well,  Duke  of  Glo'pr,  !  will  yield  to  thee  5 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

GIou,  Ay,  but  I  fear  me  with  a  hollow  heart. 
See  here,  my  friends  and  loving  countrymen. 
This  token  ferveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  our  felves  and  all  our  followers : 
So  help  me  God  as  I  diffemble  not  1 

Win,  l^Jide,]  So  help  me  God  as  I  intend  it  not ! 
K.  Henry,  Oh  loving  uncle,  gentle  Duke  of  Glo'Ji^r, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract ! 
Away,  my  mafters,  trouble  us  no  more. 
But  join  in  friendfliip  as  your  Lords  have  done* 
I  Serv,  Content,  I'll  to  the  Surgeon's, 
a  Serv,  So  will  L  3  Ser^» 


298  ne  Firfi  Part  of 

3  Ser'u.  An<l  Til  fee  what  phyfic  the  tavern  affords. [5;^^; 

SCENE  III. 
War.  Accept  this  fcrowJ,  moft  gracious  Sovereign, 
Which  in  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Majelly. 

G/w.Well  urgM,myLord  oifVarivich  For,  fweetPrince, 
An  if  your  Grace  mark  ev'ry  circumftance. 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right : 
EfpecialJy  for  thofe  occafions 
At  Eltbam'Tphce  I  told  your  Majefl-y. 

K,  Htnry.  And  thofe  occafions,  uncle,  were  of  force  * 
Therefore,  my  loving  Lords,  our  pleafure  is. 
That  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  blood. 

TFar.  Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  blood. 
So  /hall  his  father's  wrongs  be  jecompens'd. 
fVin.  As  Vkill  the  rert,  fo  wiileth  Wi^ickefler, 
K.  Henry,  If  Richard  will  Be  true,  not  that  alonc 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  hcufe  of  Tork^ 
From  whence  you  fpring  by  lineal  defcent. 

Rich*  Thy  humble  fervant  vows  obedience 
And  faithful  fervlce  'till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Henry,  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  knee  againft  my  foot» 
And  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
3  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  fvvord  of  Tork» 
Rife,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  Tork» 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard^  as  thy  foes  may  fall  ? 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  peri/h  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  your  Majefty! 

All.  Welcome,  high  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  Tork  I 
Som.  Perilh,  bafe  Prince,  ignoble  Duke  of  Tork  \  \^Aj'idet 
Glou.  Now  will  it  befl  avail  your  Majefty 
To  crofs  the  feas,  and  to  be  crovvnM  in  France  : 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  love 
Amongft  his  fubje£ls  and  his  loyaltriends. 
As  it  difanimates  his  enemies. 

K.Hf;;;-^.  When  Glo'Jier  fays  the  word.  King  Henry  goes  ; 
For  friendly  counfei  cuts  off  many  foes. 
Clou,  Your  fhips  already  are  in  readinefs^  [Exeunt, 
^  Manet 
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Mamt  Exeter. 

^  Exe,  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfiie  5 
This  late  diiTention  grown  betwixt  the  Peers 
Burns  under  feigned  afhes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  lalt  break  out  into  a  flame. 
As  fefter'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
'Till  bones  and  fleih  and  fmews  fall  away  ; 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  difcord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophefy. 
Which  in  the  time  of  Henry  nam'd  the  Fifth 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  ev'ry  fucking  babe  j 
That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth  ihould  win  all. 
And  Henry  born  at  Windfor  fhouid  lofe  all : 
Which  is  fo  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wiili 
His  days  niay  finifh  ere  that  haplefs  time.   *  [Exit* 

SCENE   IV.    Changes  to  Roan  in  France. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  difguis'dy  and  four  Soldiers  ivith 
Jacks  upon  their  backs, 

Pucel,  Thefe  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Roan, 
Through  which  our  policy  muft  make  a  breach. 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words. 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men 
That  come  to  gather  mony  for  their  corn, 
Jf  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  fhall, 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  watch  but  weak, 
J'U  by  a  fign  give  notice  to  our  friends. 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

Soh  Our  facks  fhall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan  j 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks^ 

Watch,        'va  la  f 

Pucel.  Paifans  pawvres  gens  de  France, 
Poor  market-folks  that  come  to  fell  their  corn, 

JVatch.  Enter,  go  in,  the  market-bell  is  rung. 

PuceL  Now,J?otfw,ril  fhake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 

[Exeuni,  , 
Enter  Dauphin^  Baftardy  and  Reignier. 

Dau»  St.  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  ftratagem  ! 
And  ojice  again  we'll  fleep  fecurc  in  Roan^ 

Bajtt 
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Baft,  Here  enter'd  Pucelle  an^  her  partilans  s 
Now  flie  is  there,  how  will  fhe  fpecifie 
Where  is  the  beft  and  fafeft  paffage  in  ? 

Reig,  By  thrufting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tow'r, 
"Which  once  difcern'd,  fhews  that  her  meaning  is 
Kg  way  to  that  (for  weaknefs)  which  fhe  enter*d. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on  the  top, thrufting  gut  a  torch  burnings 

PuceL  Behold  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch. 
That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  countrymen  , 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotines^ 

Baft,  See,  noble  Charles y  the  beacon  of  cur  frlend> 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  Hands, 

Dau,  Now  fhines  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes. 

Reig,  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  ends, 
Enter  and  cry,  l^he  Dauphin,  prefently. 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

[An  alarm,  Talbot  in  an  excuyfion^ 

^aL  Trance y  thou  ihalt  rue  this  treafon  with  thy  tears^ 
If  Halhot  but  furvive  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle y  that  witch,  that  damned  forcereis. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellifli  mifchief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  efcap'd  being  prize  of  Francs, 

SCENE  V. 
An  alarm:  excurjions,    Bedford  brought  in  ftck  in  a  chair.. 

Enter  Talbot  and  Burgundy  'without-,  ivithin  Joan  la 

Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Baftard,  and  Ahnfon  on  theiuaUs, 

Pucel.  Good  morrow,  gallants,  want  ye  corn  for  bread 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  faft. 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate, 
'Twas  full  of  darnel  5  do  you  like  the  tatte  ? 

Burg,  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend  and  lhamelefs  curtezan  : 
I  truft  erelong  tochoak  thee  with  thine  own. 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  harveft  of  that  corn. 

Dau,  Your  Grace  muft  ftarve  perhaps  before  that  time  . 

Bed,  Oh,  let  not  words,  but  deeds  revenge  this  treafon  ! 

Pucel,  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break  a  lance. 
And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

Tj/.  Foul  fiend  of  France  and  hag  of  all  defpight, 
Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  paramoursj 

Be* 
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Becomes  It  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
jAnd  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damfel,  Til  have  a  bout  with  yoti  again. 
Or  elfe  Ittl'albot  perifh  with  his lhame. 

Pucel,  Are  you  fo  hot  ?  yet,  Pucelie,  hold  thy  p:ace  5 
If  Talht  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. 

[They^hifper  together  in  counfcL 
God  fpeed  the  parliament  ?  who  fhali  be  the  fpeaker  ? 

'Tah  Dare  ye  come  forth  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 

Pucel.  Belike  your  Lord/hip  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours  or  no. 

Tal,  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alanfon,  and  the  reft. 
Will  ye  like  foldiers  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 

jilan.  Seignior,  no. 

*TaL  Seignior,  hang  then     -bafe  multteers  of  France! 
Like  peafant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  wails, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Pucel.  Captains,  away,  let's  get  us  from  the  walls. 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  lookiT 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  Lord  5  we  came.  Sir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  \ExeUnt  from  the  walls. 

Tal,  And  there  will  we  be  too  ere  it  be  long. 
Or  elfe  reproach  be  Talbot'' s  greateft  fame ! 
Vow,  Burgundy f  by  honour  of  thy  houfe, 
Prick'd  on  by  public  wrongs  (\ii^^'m*d'm  France, 
Bither  to  get  the  town  again  or  die. 
And  I  as  fure  as  EnglipHenyy  lives. 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror. 
As  fure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  town 
Great  Cceur deli 071* s  heart  was  buried  ; 
So  fure  I  fwear  to  get  the  town  or  die. 

Burg.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vowi* 

Tal.  But  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince, 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford :  come,  n^y  Lord, 
Wc  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place. 
Fitter  for  ficknefs  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  fo  difhonour  me  S 
Here  I  will  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roan, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  and  wce« 

Vol.  V.  Cc  ^^^^J* 
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Burg.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  perfuadeycis. 
Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence :  for  once  I  read^ 

That  ftout  Pendragon  in  his  litter  ficlc 

Came  to  the  field  and  vanquiflied  his  foes* 

Methinks  I  ihould  revive  the  foldiers  hearts, 

Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 

Tal,  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a  dyino;  breaft  ! 

Then  be  it  fo  :  heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe  \ 

And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 

But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand. 

And  fet  upon  our  boafting  enemy.  [E^cit* 

An  alarm:  excurf.ons,  *  Enter  Sir  John  FalflafF,  and  c 
Captain. 

Cap.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Falftaff,  in  fuch  haflc  ? 
Fat.  Whither  away  ?  to  fave  my  felf  by  flight. 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again.  ' 

Cap.  What  I  will  you  fly  and  leave  Lord  Talht  ? 
Fat.  Ay, 

All  th'  *Talboti  in  the  world  to  fave  my  life.  \Exiu 

Cap.  Cowardly  Knight,  ill  fortune  follow  thee ! 
"Retreat :  txcurjiom.    Pucelle,  Alanfon,  and  Dauphin  fiy* 

Bed,  Now,  quiet  foul,  depart  when  heav'n  ihail  plealel 
For  I  have  feen  our  enemies  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  flrength  of  fooliih  man  ? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  feoffs. 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair% 
S  C  E  N  E    VJ.  . 
An  alarm,  E77ter  Tsilhot,  Burgundy,  and  the  rej^ 

Ta/*  Loft  and  recovered  in  a  day  again  ? 
This  is  a  double  honour.  Burgundy  ; 
Yet  heav'ns  have  glory  for  this  victory  ! 

Burg,  Warlike  and  martial  Talifot^  Burgundy 
Jnftrincs  thee  in  his  heart,  an5  there  ere<^s 
Thy  noble  deeds  as  valour's  monuments. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  Duke ;  but  where  is  Pucclk  now  ? 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  afleep. 

♦  Fal/ajf  is  here  introduced  again,  who  was  dead  in  Hinrr  the 
Fifth,  Aft  2,  Scene  5  j  the  occafion  whereof  is,  that  this  Play  was 
written  by  ZhaktfPeAr  before  H*n^^.  or  U«n,$,  See  the  lait  Imes  ot- 
Ht7*,%i  Now 
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Now  where's  the  baftard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  gleeks  ^ 

What,  all  a-mort  ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 

That  fuch  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 

Now  we  will  take  fome  order  in  the  town, 

Piacing  therein  fome  expert  officers, 

And  tiiertxiepart  to  Paris  to  the  King  5 

For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lyes. 

Burg,  What  wills  Lord  I'albotf  pleafcth  Burgundy <, 

"Hal.  But  yet  before  we°go  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased. 
But  fee  his  exequies  fuifiii'd  in  Roan,  , 
A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  court. 
But  Kings  and  mightiell  Potentates  mull  die. 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  mifery. 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Dauphin^   Baftardy  Alanfon,  and  Joan  la  Pucelk, 

Pucel.^  Difmay  not.  Princes,  at  this  accident, 
Kor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy 'd. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  Peacock  fweep  along  his  tail  5 
We'll  pull  his  plumes  and  take  away  his  train. 
If  Dauphin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  lul'd. 

Dau*  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence. 
One  fudden  foil  fhall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Baji.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies. 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  worlds 

Alan,  We'll  fet  thy  ftatue  in  fome  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blefied  Saint. 
Fmploy  thee  then,  fweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

PuceL  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  deviie  ; 
By  fair  perfuafions  mix'd  with  fugar'd  words. 
We  will  entice  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot^  and  to  follow  us. 

Dau,  Ay  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry''s  warriors  5 
]^fqr  ihall  that  nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us, 

C  c  2  ^ 
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But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

jilan»  For  ever  fiiould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France^ 
And  not  have  title  of  an  Earldom  here. 

PuceL  Your  honours  fliall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wifh'd  end.[Z)ra;«  beats  afaroff^ 
Hark,  by  the  found  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  P<3m-ward. 

[^Uere  heat  an  Englifh  marchm 
There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his- colours  fpread. 
And  all  the  troops  of  Englijh  after  him,  [French  tnarob^ 
Kow  in  the  rcrew^rd  comes  the  Duke  and  his : 
Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him, 

[  Trumpets  found  a  parley^ 
SCENE  VIII.  Enter  the  Duke  ^Burgundy  marchings 
Dau,  A  parley  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
Burg.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy? 
PuceL  The  Princely  Chavlei  of  France y  thy  countryman* 
J^z^r^.Whatfay'ft  thou,C/6^rZ?iffor  I  am  marching  hence^ 
Dau,  Speak,  Pucelky  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words* 
Pucel,  Brave  Burgundy^  undoubted  hope  of  France^ 
Stay^  let  thy  humble  hand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 
Burg,  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
PiiCsL  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France^ 
And  fee  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  clofe  his  tender  dying  eyes; 
See,  fee  the  pining  malady  of  France. 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  moft  unnat'ral  wounds. 
Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  given  her  wofui  bieall* 
Oh,  turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way. 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  tihofe  that  help  5 
One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofora 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  ftreams  of  common  gore  j 
Kcturn  thee  therefore  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wafh  away  thy  country's  ftained  fpots. 

Burg,  Either  /lie  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  woidf. 
Or  nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 

PuteL  B«fides,  all  Frmch  and  France  exclaim  on  thee, 

Doubti3i|f 
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Pcyubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny.  . 

Whom  join' ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation 

That  will  not  trull  thee  but  for  profit*sfake  ? 

When  I'albot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France^ 

And  fafliion'd  thee  that  inftrument  of  ill  j 

Who  then  but  EngUp  Henry  will  be  Lord, 

And  thou  be  thruft  out  like  a  fugitive  ? 

Call  we  to  mind  and  mark  but  this  for  proof  j 

Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 

Aijd  was  not  he  in  England  prifoner  ? 

But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy, 

They  fet  him  free  without  his  ranfom  paid. 

In  fpighc  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  friends. 

See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  countrymen. 

And  join'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  flaughter-men» 

Come,  come,  return,  return,  thou  wartd'ring  Lord, 

Charles  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Burg.  I'm  vanquilTied.    Thefe  haughty  words  of  hers 

Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-ftiot. 

And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 

Forgive  me,  country  and  fweet  countrymen  5 

And,  Lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 

My  forces  and  my  pow'r  of  men  are  yours. 

So  farewel,  Talbot y  I'll  no  longer  truft  thee. 

Pucel.  Done  like  a  Frenchman  :  turn,  and  turn  again. 
Dau.  Weicome,brave  Duke,thy  friendfhipmakedusfrefh. 
Baft,  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breafts. 
Alan.  Pucelle  hith.  bravely  pbyM  her  part  in  this. 

And  doth  defer ve  2  coronet  of  gold. 
Daut  Now  let  us  on,  my  Lords,  and  join  our  powers. 

And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E   IX.     PARIS.    Enter  King  Henry, 
Gloucefter,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk,  Somerfet,  War- 
wick, Exeter,         To  them,  Talbot  w/Vi?  hn  Soldiers^ 
TaL  My  gracious  Prince  and  honourable  Peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  giv'n  truce  unto  my  wars. 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  Sovereign. 
In  fign  whereof,  this  arm  that  hath  rcchim'd 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortr^es. 
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Twelve  cities,  and  fev'n  walled  towns  of  ftrength, 

Befides  five  hundred  prifoners  ofefteem  5 

Lets  fail  the  fvvord  before  your  Highnels^  feet: 

And  with  fubmiffive  loyalty  of  heart 

Afcribes  the  glory  of  his  conqueft  got, 

Firlt  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  fam'd  Lord  Talbot,  unchCIo]/ler^ 
That  hath  To  long  been  refident  in  France  ? 

GIou.Yqs,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefl-y,  my  Liege* 

K.  Henry.  Welcome,  brave  Captain  and  vii^orioasLoTdl 
"When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 
I  was  rememberM  how  my  father  faid, 
A  ftouter  champion  never  handled  fword. 
Long  fince  we  were  refblved  of  your  truth. 
Your  faithful  fervice  and  your  toil  in  war  j 
Yet  never  have  you  taftedour  reward, 
Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  (o  much  as  thanksj 
Becaufe  'till  now  we  never  faw  your  face: 
Therefore  ftand  up,  and  for  thefe  good  deferts,  ^■ 
We  here  create  you  E^rlofShreiv/hury^ 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place.  j^Excu}^{ 
Manent  Vernon  and  Baflet.. 

Ver,  Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  fea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  Lord  of  York  j 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  farmi  r  words  thou  fpak*il? 

Baf,  Yes,  Sir,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  lawcy  tongue 
Again  ft  my  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Somerfet, 

Ver,  Sirrah,  thy  Lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Baf,  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  Torh, 
Ver.Hsirk  yejnot  fo:  in  witnefstake  you  that.[-SVr/^^J ^/r:, 

Baf.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  the  law  of  armsis  fuck 
That  whofo  draws  a  fword  'tis  prefent  death, 
Orelfe  this  blow  fhould  broach  thy  deare(t  blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  Majefty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong, 
When  thou  ihalt  fee  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  cod. 

^r.  Well,  mifcreant,  ril  be  there  as  foon  as  yon, 
Aaii  after  meet  you  fopner  than  you  would,  [Exeunt, 

ACT 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 
PARIS,  Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Winchefter, 

York,  Suffolk,  Somerfet,  Warwick,  Talbot,  Exeter, 

and  Go'vernor  of  Paris* 
Clou.T  ORD  Bi^iop,  fet  the  crown  upon  his  head, 

}Vin,God,  fave  King  Henry  y  of  that  name  the  Sixth 

Glou^  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath. 
That  you  eledl  no  other  King  but  him  j 
Eiieem  none  friends  but  fuch  as  are  his  friends, 
And  none  your  foes,  but  fuch  as  fhali  pretendl 
Malicious  pra  dices  again  ft  his  ftate. 
This /hall  ye  do,  fo  hdp  you  righteous  God ! 

*  Enter  Falftaff. 

FaL  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais^ 
To  haile  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  your  Grace  from  th*  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

^al.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  thee  \ 
I  vow'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven  leg. 
Which  I  have  done ;  becaufe  unworthily 
Thou  waft  inftalied  in  that  high  degree. 
Pardon,  my  Princely  f/<?«'ry,  and  the  reft  S 
This  daxftard,  at  the  battle  of  PoiSiierSy 
When  but  in  all  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one  ; 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trufty  Tquire  did  rnn  away. 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men^ 
My  lelf  and  divers  gentlemen  befide 
Were  there  furpriz'd  and  taken  prifoners. 
Then  judge,  great  Lords,  if  I  have  doneamifs  | 
Or  whether  that  fuch  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea  or  no  ? 

Glou,  To  fay  the  truth,  this  fadt  was  infamous. 
And  ill  be  Teeming  any  common  man  5 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader, 

^al.  When  hrft  this  order  was  ordain*d,  my  Loids, 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth, 
♦  See  the  note  on  the  fifth  Scene    h&  x% 

Valwnt 
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Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage^ 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars  j 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  fhrinking  for  diftrefs. 
But  always  reiolute  in  worft  extrenres. 
He  then  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  t|]is  fort 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  nameyof  Knight, 
Prophaning  this  moft  honourable  order  ; 
And  ihould,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge. 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  fwain 
That  doth  prefume  to  boaft  of  gentle  blood. 

K.H(?«rj7.Stain  to  thy  countrymen !  thou  hear'  ft  thy  doom^ 
Be  packing  therefore  thou  that  waft  a  Knight  3 
henceforth  we  banifh  thee  on  pain  of  deu^h.      \Exh  FaU 
And  now,  my  Lord  Protedlor,  view  the  letter 
Sent  firom  our  uncle  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

\  GlouysfhdiX.  means  hisGrace  that  he  hath  changM  his ftile  ? 
No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly,  T^o  the  King,  [^Reading, 
Hath  he  fwget  he  is  his  Sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifli  fuperfcription 
Portend  feme  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
"What's  here?  I  have  uponejpecial  cauje,  [Reads* 
I^donid  ivith  compajjion  of  my  country^  s  wreck , 
'Together  nvith  the  pitiful  complaints 
Offuch  as  your  opprejjion  feeds  upon^ 
Forfaken  your  pernicious  faBion^ 
And  joined  ivith  Charles  the  rightful  King  ofFvzncc^ 

0  monftrous  treachery  !  can  this  be  fo  ? 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 

There  fhould  be  found  fuch  falfe  difiembling  guile  ? 

K,  Henry.  What!  doth  my  uncle  ^«';g'««':^  revolt  ? 

Glou.  He  doth,  my  Lord,  and  is  become  our  foe. 

K.  Henry,  Is  that  the  worft  this  letter  doth  contain? 

Glou,  It  is  the  worft,  and  all,  my  Lord,  he  writes. 
K.Henry.  Why  thenLord  Talbot  there  ftiall  talk  with  him. 
And  give  him  chaftifement  for  this  abufe. 
IVIy  Lord,  how  fay  you,  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal.  Content,  my  Liege  ?  yes:  but  that  I'm  prevented, 

1  fiiould  have  beggM  I  might  have  been  employ^, 
K.Heriry. Then  gather  ftrength,and  march  unto  him  ftrait : 

Let  hiffi  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treafon. 

And 
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An^  v/hat  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal,  I  go,  my  Lord,  in  heart  defiring  ftill 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  foes.     [Exit  Talbot^ 
SCENE  II.    Enter  Vernon  and  BalTet. 

Ver,  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  Sovereign. 

Baf,  And  me,  my  Lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too. 

York.  This  is  my  fervant,  hear  him,  noble  Prince. 

Som.  And  this  is  mine,  (vjttt  Henry ,  favour  him. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient, Lords, and  give  them  leave  to  fpeak* 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat?  or  with  whom  ? 

Ver,  With  him,  my  Lord,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baf,  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K./-/f;7ry.What  is  the  wrong  whereon  you  both  complain? 
Firlt  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfwer  you, 

BaJ.  Crofling  the  fea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  her€  with  fharp  and  carping  tongue 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rofe  I  wear  ;  ^ 
Saying  the  fanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  reprefent  my  mafter's  blufhing  cheeks  f 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth  j 
About  a  certain  queffion  in.  the  law. 
Argued  betwixt  the  Duke  of  Tork  and  him  J 
With  other  vile  and  Ignominious  terms. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  worthinefs,  ■ 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver»  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  Lord  ; 
For  though  he  feem  with  forged  quaint  conceit 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet  know,  my  Lord,  I  was  provokM  by  him. 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  badge. 
Pronouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  flow'r 
Bewray 'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  matter's  heart. 

York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerfet,  be  left  ? 

Som,  Your  private  grudge,  my  Lord  of  Tork,  will  out, 
TJiough  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  fmothcr  it. 

K.Henry.  Good  Lord!  what  madnefs  rules  in  brain- 
When  for  lb  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe         [fick  men  ! 
Such  fadlious  emulations  fhall  arife  ! 
G«ed  coufins  both  of  Tork  and  Somerfet,  Quiet 
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Quiet  your  felves  and  be  again  at  peace. 

Yorkt  Let  this  diflention  firft  be  try*d  by  fight^ 
And  then  your  Highnefs  (hall  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone. 
Betwixt  our  felves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

Tork*  There  is  my  pledge  5  accept  it,  Somerjet^ 
Ver,  Nay,  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firft, 
Baf  Confirm  it  To,  mine  honourable  Lord, 
Glou,  Confirm  it  fo  ?  confounded  be  your  ftrife. 
And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  prate  ! 
Prefumptuous  vafials,  are  you  not  aftiam'd 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  King  and  us  ? 
And  you^  my  Lords,  methinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  objections : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  tbeir  mouth? 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  your  felves  : 
Let  me  perfuade  you  take  a  better  courfe. 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  Highnefs ;  good  my  Lords,  be  friends? 
K.Henry,  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants? 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour^ 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel  and  the  caufe. 
And  you,  my  Lords,  remember  where  we  are. 
In  France,  amongft  a  fickle  wavering  nation  s 
If  they  perceive  diffeution  in  our  looks. 
And  that  within  our  felves  we  difagree. 
How  will  their  grudging  ftqmachs  be  provoked 
To  wilful  difobedience,  and  rebel ! 
Befide,  what  infamy  will  there  arife, 
When  foreign  Princes  ftiall  be  certify *d. 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard. 
King  Henry^s  Peers  and  chief  Nobility 
DeftroyM  themfelves,  and  loft  the  realm  of  Fram  i- 
O,  think  upon  the  conqueft  of  my  father. 
My  tender  years,  and  let  us  npt  forego 
That  for  a  trifle,  which  was  bought  with  blood. 
Let  me  be  umpire,  in  this  doubtful  ftrife: 
I  fee  no  reafon,  if  I  wear  this  rofe. 
That  any  one  fhould  therefore  be  fufpiciou^ 
I  more  encline-  to  Somerfe^  than  Tqrk 
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Both  arc  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 

As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown, 

Becaufe,  forfooth,  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'd. . 

But  your  difcretions  better  can  perfuade. 

Than  I  am  able  to  inftrudt  or  teach : 

-And  therefore  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 

So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 

Coufin  of  Torky  we  inilitute  your  Grace 

To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France  : 

And,  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 

Your  troops  of  horfemen  with  hii  bands  of  foot ; 

And  like  true  fubjeds,  fons  of  your  progenitors. 

Go  chearfnlly  together,  and  digeft 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Our  felf,  my  Lord  Protedtor,  and  the  reft. 

After  fome  refpite  will  return  to  Calais, 

From  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  prefented,  by  your  vi£loties. 

With  Claries,  Alanfon,  and  that  trait'rous  rout.  [Flourijh* 

[Exeunt, 

Manent  York,  Warwick,  Exeter,  dt«i  Vernon. 
ar.  My  Lord  of  Tbrk,  I  promife  you  the  King 
Moft  prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

Tork^  And  fo  he  did  ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerfet, 

War,  Tufh,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not  ; 
I  dare  prefume,  fweet  Prince,  he  thought  no  harm, 

Torh,  An  if  I  wis,  he  did.  But  let  it  rell  j 

Other  affairs  muft  now  be  managed.  [Exeunt* 
Manet  Exeter. 
Exe»  Well  didft  thou,  Richard,  to  fupprefs  thy  voice 
For  had  the  paflions  of  thy  heart  burft  out, . 
I  fear  we  ihould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 
More  rancorous  fpight,  moire  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  fuppos'd. 
But  howfoe'er,  no  limple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  ihould'ring  of  each  other  in  the  Court, 
This  fadious  bandying  of  their  favourites  j 
But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 
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'Tis  much,  when  fcepters  are  in  children's  hands  j 
But  niore,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion  : 
Then  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confufion.  \Exit^ 
SCENE   III.  Bourdeaux. 
Enter  Talbot  ivith  trumpet and  drum, 

V'aL  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trumpeter. 
Summon  their  General  unto  the  wall.  [^Sounds* 

Enter  General  aloft, 
EngViJh  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth^ 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  King  of  England  i 
And  thus  he  would :  open  your  city  gates. 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Sovereign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  fubje<£ls, 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  povv'n 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  proiFer'd  peace. 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  jfeeJ,  and  climbing  £re 3 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  ftately  and  air-braving  tow'rs. 
If  you  for  fake  the  offer  of  our  love. 

Gen,  'Bhou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terrour,  and  their  bloody  fcourge  i 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter  but  by  death  ; 
For  I  proteft  we  are  well  fortify'd. 
And  ftrong  enough  to  iflue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  fnares  of  war  to  tangle  thee. 
On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  fquadrons  pitch'd 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
And  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs. 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil. 
And  pale  deflrudlion  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thoufand  French  haveta'en  the  facrament. 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  chrirtian  foul  but  Englijh  Talbot. 
Lo  !  there  thou  ftand'ii  a  breathing  valiant  man^ 
Of  an  invincible,  unconquer'd  fpirit : 
This  is  the  latell  glory  of  thy  praife. 
That  I  thy  enemy  dew  thee  withal  j 
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for  ere  the  glafsthat  now  begins  to  lua 
Finiih  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  hour, 
Thefe  eyes  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  withered, bloody  ,pale  and  dead.  [Drum  afarof\ 
Hark,  hark,  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell. 
Sings  heavy  mulic  to  thy  timorous  foul ; 
And  mine  fliail  ring  thy  dire  departure  out.     \,Ex,  from  the 
*TaU  He  fables  not.  1  hear  the  enemy  :  {njallu 
Out  fome  light  horfemen,  and  perufe  their  wings. 
O  negligent  and  heedlefs  difcipline  ! 
How  are  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ? 
A  little  herd  of  Englatid'ztin\io\x%  Deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs. 
If  we  be  EngUjh  Deer,  be  then  in  blood  5 
Not  rafcal-like  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch. 
But  rather  moody,  mad,  and  defperate  Stags, 

Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  fte2l. 

And  make  the  cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay.* 
God  and  St.  George,  Talbot^  and  England's  righf, 

Profper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  [Exeunt* 

SCENE   IV,    Another  part  of  France. 
Enter  a  M^Jfcnger  that  meets  York.    Enter  Yovk  luitk 
trumpet  and  many  Soldiefs. 
York,  Are  not  the  fpeedy  fcouts  returnM  again. 

That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 
M<J]\  They  are  return'd,  my  Lord,  and  give  it  out 

That  he  is  march'dto  Bourdcauxw'iih  his  pow*r. 

To  iight  with  1a!l;ot ;  as  he  march'd  along. 

By  your  efpyals  were  difcovered 

Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led. 

Which  join'd  with  him,and  made  their  march  fovBourdeaux, 
Tork,  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerfa, 

That  thus  delays  my  promifed  fupply 

Of  horfemen  that  were  levied  fcr  this  fiege ! 

Renowned  TalI?ot  doth  expe6t  my  aid. 

And  1  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain, 

*  -—aloof  at  hay. 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  ihey  (hall  find  dear  Dew  of  US,  my  friendl, 
God  and  St.  Gfor^*,  &c, 

Vol.  V,  D  d  Aa< 
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And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  : 

God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity ! 

If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  wars  in  France, 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Lucy.  Thou  Princely  leader  of  our  Englijh  ilrength. 

Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  of  France ^ 

Spur  to  the  rekue  of  the  noble  Talbot ^ 

Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  wafte  of  iron. 

And  hemmM  about  with  grim  deftruflion : 

To  Bourdeaux^  warlike  Duke,  to  Bourdeaux,  York  ! 

Elfe  farewel,  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honouro 
York.  OGod!  thdit  Somerjet ,  who  in  proud  heart 

Doth  ftop  my  cornets,  were  in  Talbot'' s  place ! 

So  fhoukl  we  fave  a  valiant  gentleman 

By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward : 

Mad  ire  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  weep. 

That  thus  wc  die  while  remifs  traitors  fleep. 

Lucy,  O,  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diihefs'd  Lord, 
Tork,  He  dies,  we  lofe  5  I  break  my  warlike  word  : 

We  mourn,  France  fmiles :  we  lofe,  they  daily  get : 
All  long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerjet* 

Lucy.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot'' 5  foul,- 
And  on  his  fon  young  John,  whom  two  hours  lince 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  father  ! 
This  fev'n  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  fon. 
And  now  they  meet,  where  both  their  hves  are  done! 

Tork.  Alas!  what  joy  fhall  noble  Talbot  have. 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  grave  I 
Away  !  vexation  almoft  Hops  my  breath. 
That  fundred  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Lucy,  farewel  1  no  more  my  fortune  can. 
But  curfe  the  caufe,  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 
Maine,  Blois,  PoiBiers,  and  Tours  are  won  away, 
Long  all  of  Somerfet  and  his  delay.  l^Exifm 

Lucy.  Thus  while  the  vultur  of  fedition 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  fuch  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  negleftion  doth  betray  to  lofs 
The  conquefts  of  our  fcarce  cold  conqueror. 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  Fifth.   While  they  each  other  crofs. 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs.  lExtt* 
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SCENE    V.    Another  part  ofYxzTizz, 
Enter  Somerfet  uoith  hisr  Army, 

Som,  it  is  too  late  ;  I  cannot  fend  them  nov/ : 
This  expedition  was  by  Tork  and  Talbot 
To©  rafhiy  plotted.    All  our  gen'ral  force 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with.    The  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour. 
By  this  unheedful,  defp'rate,  wild  adventure  : 
Tork  fet  him  on  to  fight  and  die  in  fhame. 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  Tork  might  bear  the  name. 

Capt,  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy^  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter  Sir  Wiiiiam  Lucy. 

Som,  How  now.  Sir  William^  whither  were  you  fent  ? 

Lucy,  Hither, myLord  J  from  bought  and  foldLordT^z/^^r. 
Who  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity. 
Cries  out  for  noble  Tork  and  Somerfet , 
To  beat  alTailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  while  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war -wearied  limbs. 
And  in  advantage  ling 'ring  looks  for  refcue  ; 
You,  his  falfe  hopes,  the  truli  of  England'^  honour, 
JCeep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours  that  fhould  lend  him  aid. 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds, 
Orleans  the  Baftard,  Charlss^  and  Burgundy , 
Alanjon^  Reignier,  compafs  him  about. 
And  Talbot  periflieth  by  your  default. 

Som.  Tork  fet  him  on,  Tork  fhould  have  fent  him  aid. 

Lncy,  And  Tork  as  fall  upon  your  Grace  exclaims. 
Swearing  that  you  with-hold  his  levied  horfe, 
Colleded  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  Tork  lies :  he  might  have  fent,  and  had  the  horfe  : 
I  owe  him  little  duty  and  lefs  love. 
And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fa  wn  on  him  by  fending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England y  not  the  force  of  prance y 
Jiath  now  entrapt  the  noble-minded  l^albot ; 

%  Never 
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Never  to  England  lhall  he  bear  his  Jife, 
But  dies  betray 'd  to  fortune  by  your  ftrife. 

Som.  Come  go,  I  Vv'ij'l  difpatch  the  horfemen  llralt ! 
Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  refcue  now  :  he*s  ta'en  or  llain^ 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
i^nd  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu  ! 

Lucy,  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  ihame  in  you. 

\Excuntt 

SCENE    VI.    Near  Bourdeaux. ' 
Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot^  I  did  fend  for  thee 
To  tutor  thee  in  ftratagems  of  war. 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  revivM,  i 
When  faplefs  age  and  weak  unable  limbs 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But,  O  malignant  and  ill-boding  ftars ! 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  feaft  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger. 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  thy  fwifteft  horfe, 
-And  ril  direft  thee  how  thou  fhalt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight.    Come  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  f  and  am  I  your  fon  ? 
And  fhall  1  fly  ?  O !  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Di/honour  not  her  honourable  name. 
To  make  a  baflard  and  a  Have  of  me. 
The  world  will  fay  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood. 
That  bafely  fled  when  noble  Talbot  flood. 

TaL  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death  if  1  be  llain. 

John.  He  that  flies  fo  will  ne'er  return  again. 

Tal.  it  wc  both  itay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  flay,  and,  father,  do  you  fly  J 
Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fhould  be  ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boaft  j 
Jn  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  iofl-. 
Flight  cannot  ftain  the  honour  you  have  won. 
But  mine  it  will  that  no  exploit  have  done. 
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You  fled  for  vantage,  ev'ry  one  will  fwear  ; 
But  if  I  bow,  they'Jl  fay  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  ftay. 
If  the  firft  hour  I  fhrink  and  run  away. 
Here  on  my  knee  I  beg  mortality, 
Kather  than  life  prefervM  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hope  lye  in  one  tomb  ? 

yohn.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  fhame  my  mother's  womb.. 

^al.  Upon  my  blefiing  I  command  thee  go» 

Jchn,  To  fight  1  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 
Part  of  thy  father  may  be  faved  in  thee. 

yohn.  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  fliame  in  me. 

TaL  Thou  never  hadft  renown,  and  canfl:  not  lofe  it. 

John,  Yes,  your  renowned  name  5  fliall  flight  abufe  it  ? 

TaL  Thy  father's  charge  ihaii  clear  thee  from  the  ftaia. 

John,  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flaiu. 
If  death  be  10  apparent,  then  both  tiy. 

Tal,  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight  and  die  ? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fliame. 

yohn.  And  ihail  my  youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ? 
No  more  can  I  be  fever' d  from  your  lide, 
Than  can  your  felf  your  felf  in  twain  divide 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I  j 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  fon^ 
Born  to  eciipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon  : 
Come,  fide  by  fide  together  live  and  die. 
And  foul  with  foul  from  France  to  heav'n  ihall  fly.  [^Exeunu 

Alarum:  excurfions,  therein  Talbot'^  Son  is  hemm'd 
about,  and  Talbot  rejcues  him. 

Tal.  St.  George f  and  vidory  !  fight,  foldiers,  flght : 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word. 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France^  fword. 
Where  is  yohn  Talbot  f  paufe,  and  take  thy  breath? 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  refcu'd  thee  fromde^rh. 

yohn.  O  twice  my  father,  twice  ami  thy  fon  2 
The  life  thou  gav'itme  firft  was  loft  and  done, 
'Till  with  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate. 
To  my  determined  time  thou  gav'it  new  date. 

D  d  3  Tal 


§l8  ^he  Firfl  Part  of 

7a/.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  creft  thy  fwori  Ilruck  fire* 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  defire 
Of  bold-fac'd  vidory.    Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  fpleen  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  /Janfov^  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  Baftard  Orleans  that  drew  blood 
iProm  thee»  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered  ; 
And  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  (bed 
Some  of  his  baftard  blood  ;  then  in  difgracc 
Befpoke  him  thus  :  Co^itamtnated,  bafcy 

And  mif'hf'gotten  blood  I  fpill  of  thine, 

J\dean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  winf, 

Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot  my  brave  boy 

Here  purpofmg  the  Baftard  to  deftroy. 

Came  in  ftrong  refcue.    Speak,  thy  father's  care, 

Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  \\ow>i  doft  thou  fare  ? 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battel,  boy,  and  fly. 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  fon  of  chivalry  ? 

JFly,  to  revenge  my  death  when  I  am  dead  j 

The  help  of  one  ftanda  me  in  iittle  ftead. 

Oh,  too  much  {oWy  is  it,  well  I  wot. 

To  hazard  ail  our  lives  in  one  fmail  boat. 

If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen  i  rage, 

To-rncrrow  I  fhall  die  with  mickle^ge. 

By  me  they  nothing  gain  ;  and  if  I  ftay, 

*Tis  but  the  flion'/jing  of  my  life  one  day. 

In  thee  thy  mother  flies,  our  houfnold's  name, 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  E7igland''^  fame  i 

Ail  thefe  and  more  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay  j 

All  thefe  are  fav'd  if  thou  wilt  liy  away. 

John,  The  fword  of  Orleam  hath  not  made  me  fmart^ 

Thefe  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart. 

Oh  !  what  advantage  bought  with  fuch  a  fhame. 

To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  ftay  bright  fame  ! 

Before  young  T^'alhot  from  old  lalhot  fly. 

The  coward  horfc  that  bears  me  fall  and  die, 
■  And  leave  me  to  the  peafant  boys  of  France, 
To  b«  ihame's  fcorn  and  fubje^  of  mif chance ! 

Surely 
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Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 
An  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  "Talbot^  ion  : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot  j 
If  fon  to  Talbot y  die  at  Talbot\  foot. 

TaL  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  fire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus  !  thy  life  to  me  is  fvveet : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  fide. 
And  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride.  [J?.v^«»r, 
SCENE  VII. 
Ahrum.    Excurfiom»    Enter  old  Talbot  led* 

7al.  Where  is  my  other  life  ?  mine  own  i$  gone, 
O  !  where's  young  'Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  'John  f 
Triumphant  death  finear'd  with  captivity  i 
Young  Talbot^s  valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee» 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  fhrink  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  fword  he  brandiih'd  over  me. 
And  like  a  hungry  Lion  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  flern  impatience  : 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  flood  alone, 
TendVing  my  ruin,  and  aflail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury  and  great  rage  of  heart 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  flart 
Into  the  clufl*ring  battel  of  the  French  : 
And  in  that  fea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  over-mounting  fpirit }  and  there  dy*d 
My  Icarus y  my  blofibm,  in  his  pride  ! 

Enter  John  Talbot,  born, 

Servt  O  my  dear  Lord  !  lo  where  your  fon  is  born. 

TaL  Thou  antick  death,  whichlaugh'fl  us  here  to  fcorn^ 
Anon,  from  thy  infulting  tyranny. 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talbtts  winged  through  the  lither  Iky, 
In  thy  defpight  fhall  'fcape  mortality. 
O  thou,  whofe  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death^ 
Speak  to  thy  father  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath.* 
yield  thy  breath. 

Brave  death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no  :  ^ 

Imagine  him  a  Frenchman^  and  thy  foe. 

Poor  boy,  he  fmiles,  methinks,  as  who  fhould  fay. 

Had  death  been  Frmh^  thw  death  h»d  died  «>-riay. 

Coiue,  come,  Wt, 
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Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms. 
My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu !  I  have  what  I  would  have. 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  jfobn  TaI6ot*3  grave.    TDlet  • 
A  C  T  V.    S  C  E  N  E  1. 
Continues  near  Bourdeaux* 
£nter  Dauphin,  Alanfon,  Burgundy,  Baftardj  and  Pucelle.. 
Dau.'^^A'D  York  and  Somerjet  brought  refcue  in, 

WeJliould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this.. 

Baji,  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot\  raging  brood 
^  Did  fle/h  his  puny  fword  in  Frenchmen's  blood ! 

FuceL  Once  I  encounterM  him,  and  thus  I  faid : 
Th9u  maiden  youth,  be  n;anquijh''d  by  a  maid. 
But  with  a  proud,  majeftical,  high  fcorn 
He  anfwerM  thus :  Young  Talbot  wai  not  horn 
*To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  ^ench* 
So,  rufhing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Burg,  Doubtlefs  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knight  i 
See  where  he  lies  inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Baft,  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder, 
Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder, 

Dau»  Oh,  no  :  forbear:  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Lucy» 

Lucy,  Herald,  condudl  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent. 
Who  hath  obtained  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Dau,  On  what  fubmillive  meffage  art  thou  fent  ? 

Lucy.  Submiflion,  Dauphin  ?  'tis  a  me.tr French  \NQt^l 
We  Englijh  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means, 
I  come  to  know  what  prifoners  thou  haft  ta'en. 
And  to  furvey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Dau,  For  prifoners  afk'ft  thou  ?  hell  our  prifon  is» 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft, 

'Lucy,  Where  is  the  great  Ale  ides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  f 
Created  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms. 
Great  Earl  of  Wapford,  Wot  erf  or  d,  znd  J^alence, 
Lord  TaiUt  of  CoQdrig  and  Urchinf  eld  5 
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Lord  Strange  of  Bfackmere,  Lord  Verdon  of  Alton^ 

Lord  Cromivel  of  JVingfield,  Lord  Furni'val  of  ^he^eildf 

The  thrice  victorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge, 

Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  St.  George^ 

Worthy  St.  Michael^  and  the  Golden  Fleece^ 

Great  JVfarfhal  to  our  King  Henry  the  Sixth 

Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France. 

Pucel,  Here  is  a  fiily,  ftately  ftile  indeed  : 
The  l^urk^  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  ftile  as  this. 
He  that  thou  magnify 'ft  with  all  thefe  titles. 
Stinking  and  fly-blown  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy,  Is  Talbot  ilain,  the  Frenchmen'' s  only  fcourge^ 
Your  Kingdom's  terrour  and  black  Nemejis  ? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  turn'd. 
That  I  in  rage  might  ihoot  them  at  your  faces ! 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life  I 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France* 
Were  but  his  pifture  left  among  you  here. 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies  that  I  may  bear  them  hence. 
And  give  them  burial,  as  befeems  their  worth. 

PuceL  I  think  this  upftart  is  old  Talbot\  ghoft. 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  fpirit : 
For  God's  fake  let  him  have  'em  5  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  ftink  and  putrilie  the  air. 

Dau.  Go  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy,  I'll  bear  them  hence  ; 
But  from  their  afhes.  Dauphin,  (hall  be  rearM 
A  PhcEnix  that  fhall  make  all  France  afear'd. 

Dau,  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  what  thou  wilt  5 
And  now  to  Paris  in  this  conquering  vein  ; 
Ail  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  ilain.  \^Exekn\ 
SCENE    II.     Changes  to  England. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry,  Have  you  perusM  the  letters  from  the  Pope, 
The  Emperor,  and  Earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Glou.  I  have,  my  Lord,  and  their  intent  is  this  } 
They  humbly  fhew  unto  your  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of. 
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Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France, 

K.  Henry,  How  doth  your  Grace  affedl  this  motion  ? 

Glou,  Well,  my  good  Lord,  and  as  the  only  means 
To  flop  effufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood. 
And  ftablifh  quictnefs  on  ev*ry  fide. 

K.  Henry,  Ay  niairy,  uncle,  for  I  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  fuch  immanity  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  among  profeflbrs  of  one  faith. 

Glou,  Befide,  my  Lord,  the  fooner  to  efFe£l 
And  furer  bind  this  knot  of  amity. 
The  Earl  of  Armagnac,  near  kin  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France^ 
FrofFers  his  only  daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  dowry. 

K.  Henry,  Marriage  ?  alas !  my  years  are  yet  too  young  5 
And  fitter  is  my  fludy  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour* 
Yet  call  th*  ambaffadors,  and  as  you  pleafe. 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  ev'ry  one. 
I  fhall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  God*s  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

Enter  Winchefler,  and  three  Ambajfaiors^ 

Sxe,  What,  is  my  Lord  of  ^inchejier  inftallM 
And  caird  unto  a  Cardinal's  degree  ? 
Then  I  perceive  that  will  be  verify'd 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  fometime  prophefie  5 
If  ence  he  come  te  be  a  Cardinal^ 
He'll  make  his  cap  coequal  ivith  the  croivn, 

Ki  Henry,  My  Lords  ambalTadors,  your  fev'ral  fuits 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on  ; 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable  5 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolvM 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace. 
Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchefter  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France, 

Glou,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  Lord  your  mafter, 
I  have  inform'd  his  Highnefs  fo  at  large. 
As  liking  of  the  Lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty  and  the  value  of  her  dower. 


King  Henry  VI-  323 

tit  doth  intend  fhe  fhall  be  England's  Queen. 

K.  Henry,  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contrail:. 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affection. 
And  fo,  my  Lord  Protedlor,  fee  them  guarded. 
And  fafely  brought  to  Dover ^  where  in/hipp'd  {Traitim 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea.    [Exeunt  King  and 

JVin»  Stay,  my  hor A  Legate,  you  fhall  firft  receive 
The  fum  of  money  which  I  promifed 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  Holinefs, 
For  cloathing  me  in  thefe  grave  ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  Lord/hip's  leifurc. 

JVin.  Now  Winchefler  will  not  fubmit  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudeft  Peer. 
Humphry  of  Glo^fier^  thou  ihalt  well  perceive 
That  nor  in  birth,  nor  for  authority. 
The  Bifhop  will  be  over -born  by  thee  ; 
I'll  either  make  thee  ftoop  and  bend  thy  knee. 
Or  fack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  \Exeunti> 

SCENE  III.  France. 
2nter  Dauphin y  Burgundy,  Alanfon,  Bajlardy  Reignier, 
and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Dau*  This  news,my  Lords,may  chear  our  drooping  fpiiits  3 
*Tis  faid  the  Hout  Partjians  do  revolt. 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French, 

Alan.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France^ 
And  keep  not  back  your  pow*r  in  dalliance. 

P  ficeL  Peace  be  amongft  them  if  they  turn  to  us^ 
Elfciluin combat  with  their  palaces! 

Enter  Scout. 

Sscut.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 
And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices ! 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  fcouts  ?  I  pr'ythce  fpeak»  ^ 

Scout.  The  Englijh  army  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoinM  in  one. 
And  means  to  give  you  battel  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too  fudden.  Sirs,  the  warning  is » 
But  wewill  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Burg,  I  truft  the  ghoftof  7j/^of  is  not  there; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  Lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Pucel,  Of  all  bafe  paflions  fear  is  moft  accurft* 

'i  Com* 
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Command  the  conqueft,  Charles y  it  ihall  be  thine : 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Dau,  Then  on,  my  Lords,  and  France  be  fortunate! 

Alarm :  excurfiom.    Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 
FuceL  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly» 
Now  help,  ye  charming  fpells  and  periapts  j 
And  ye  choice  fpirits  that  admonifli  me. 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents :  [Thundert 
You  fpeedy  helpers  that  are  fubftitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  North, 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize ! 

Enter  Fiends, 
This  fpeedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  fpirits  that  are  culi'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  earth. 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[They  lualk,  and  ffeak  n6f« 
Oh,  hold  me  not  with  filencc  over  long ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you 
In  earnefl:  of  a  further  benefit : 

So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now.  [They  hang  their  headu 
No  hope  to  have  redrels  ?  my  body  ihall 
Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuitr 

[They  fijake  their  heads t 

Cannot  my  body  nor  blood -fa orifice 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  foul ;  my  body,  foul  and  all. 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil.  [They  depart* 
See,  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 
Th^\.France  muft  veil  her  lofty  phimed  crefl". 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 
And  hell  too  ftrong  for  me  to  buckle  with: 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  duft.  [Exit, 
£xcurfiens,    Pucelle  a?id  York  fght  hand  to  hand,  Pu« 
celle  is  taken.    The  French  fy. 
TorK  Damfel  of  France^  I  think  I  have  you  faft. 

Uncliaia 
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Unchain  your  fpirits  now  with  fpelling  charms. 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty, 
A  goodly  prize  fit  for  the  deviPs  Grace ! 
See  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,  with  Circe,  fhe  would  change  my  fhape, 

Pucel,  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  fhape  thou  can  ft  not  be. ' 

Tork,  Oh,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man  j' 
No  fliapebut  his  can  pleafe  your  dainty  eye. 

Fucel,  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thcCj 
And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  furprisM 
By  bloody  hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  beds ! 

Tork,  Fell,  banning  hag,  inchantrefs,  hold  thy  tongue* 

PuceL  I  pr'ythee  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a  while. 

Tork,  Curfe,  mifcreant,  when  thoucomeft  to  the  ftake. 

[Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 
Alarm,    Enter  Suffolk  *with  Margaret  in  his  hand. 
Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prifonet, 

IGaxeson  ier» 

Oh  faireft  beatity,  do  not  fear  nor  fly. 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands : 

I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace. 

And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 

Who  art  thou  ?  fay  ;  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  King^ 
The  King  of  Naples,  whofoe*er  thou  art. 

Suf,  An  Earl  I  am,  and -S«^i^  am  I  cali'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me : 
So  doth  the  fwan  her  downy  cygnets  fave. 
Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings* 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend. 
Go  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk^ s  friend.      [She  iig^itigA 
Oh  ftay  !  I  have  no  pow*r  to  let  her  pafs. 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays  n9* 
As  plays  the  fun  upon  the  glafly  ftreams. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  l 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  inkj  and  write  my  miA^* 
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Fie,  De  la  Pole,  difable  not  thy  fejf : 

Haft  not  a  tongue  ?  is  fhe  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 

Wilt  tiiou  be  dauntei  at  a  woman's  fight  ? 

Oh  J  beauty's  princ  Jy  majefty  is  fuch, 

Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  crouch^ 

Mar,  Say,  Eirl  of  Suffolk,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
What  ranfom  muft  I  pay  before  I  pafs  ? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf,  How  canft  thou  tell  {he  will  deny  thy  fuit, 
"Q^fore  thou  make  a  tryal  of  her  love  ?  \Aftde, 
Mar.  Why  fpeak'll  thou  not  ?  what  ranfom  muft  I  pay? 
Sitf,  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed : 
Sh^  is  a  woman  ;  therefore  to  be  won.  \^AJide. 
M^r.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea  or  no  ? 
Suf  Fond  man,  remember  that  thou  haft  a  wife  5 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  [^Ajide^ 
Mar.  'Twere  belt  to  leave  him,  for  he  wiU  not  hear. 
Suf  There  all  is  marr'd  j  there  lyes  a  cooling  card. 
Mar.  He  talks  at  random  3  fi^re  the  man  is  mad. 
Suf  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 
M^r.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  anfwer  me. 
Suf.  y\\  vif'm  this  Lady  Margaret,    For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  King  *  : 
Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfy'd. 
And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  fcruplein  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
puke  of  Anjou  an.  Maine y  yet  he  is  poor, 
And  ourN(^bility  will  fcorn  the  match,  \_AJide, 
Mar.  Hear  ye  me,  Captain  ?  are  ye  not  at  leifure? 
Suf.  It  fhall  be  f  ,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  tho'  I  be  .inthraird,  he  feeips  ^  Knight, 
^nd  will  not  any  way  difhonour  me.  [Aftde^ 
Suf.  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  Men  what  I  fay. 

«  Why  for  my  King  :  Tufh,  that's  a  wooden  thing. 
iOar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  it  is  foine  Carpenter, 
fitfif*  yet  fo  my  fancy,  ftfVa 
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Mar,  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French,  [Afide, 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  fourielie* 

Suf.  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 

Mar.  Tufli,wonaen  have  been  captivate  ere  nov,' .*{Ajidet 

Suf,  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  would  you  not  fuppofe 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  Queen  ? 

Mar,  To  be  a  Queen  in  bondage,  w  more  vile 
Than  is  a  flave  in  bafe  Tervility  : 
For  Princes  fhould  be  free. 

Suf,  And  fo  /hail  you. 
If  happy  Eng/attd's  Royal  King  be  free. 

Mar,  Why,  what  conGcrns  his  freedom  unto  me  ? 

Suf,  ril  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry^s  Queen, 
To  put  a  golden  fcepter  in  thy  hand. 
And  fet  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  be  my  

Mar,  What? 

Suf,  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry^s  wife, 

Suf  No,  gentle  Madam,  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  fo  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife. 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  my  felf> 
How  fay  you,  Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  pleafe,  lam  content. 

Suf  Then  call  our  captains  and  our  colours  forth. 
And,  Madam,  at  your  father's  caftle  walls, 
We'il  crave  a  parley  to  confer  with  him. 

SCENE  V. 
Sound.    Enter  Rtignier  on  the  walls, 

Suf.  See,  Reignier,  fee  thy  daughter  prifoner, 

Rcig,  To  whom  ? 

Suf  To  me. 

Reig,  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
lama  foldier  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  ficklenefs. 

Suf  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  Lord: 
Confent,  and  £br  thy  honour  give  conl'ent, 

*  —  -captivate  ere  now. 

Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  ta'k  you  fo  ? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  £^itd  for  2lw), 

Suf.  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  (^<* 

E  e  Thy 
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Thy  daughter  fliall  be  wedded  to  my  King  5 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  wooM  and  won  thereto  | 
And  this  her  eafie-held  imprifonment 
Hath  gainM  thy  daughter  Princely  liberty. 

Reig,  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suf.  Y2,\x  Margaret  linoviSy 
*Thzx.  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  feign. 

Reig,  Upon  thy  Princely  warrant  I  defcend. 
To  give  thee  anfwerof  thy  juft  demand, 

Suf^  And  here  I  will  expeft  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Rcignier. 

Reig»  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  territories^ 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleafes. 

Suf.  Thanks,  ReigfJter,  happy  in  fo  fweet  a  child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  of  a  King : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fu^t  ? 

Reig,  Since  thou  doft  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth. 
To  be  the  Princely  bride  of  fuch  a  Lord  j  ^ 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  country  Maine  and  Anjou^ 
Free  from  oppreflion  or  the  ftroke"T?f-"ww, 
JAy  daughter  fhall  beHenry^s,  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf,  That  is  her  ranfom,  I  deliver  her  j 
And  thofe  two  counties  I  will  undertake 
Your  Grace  /hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Retg»  And  I  again  in  Henry^s  Royal  name. 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 
Give  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf  Reignier  of  France ^  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks^ 
Becaufe  this  is  in  traffick  of  a  King. 
And  yet  methinks  I.  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  cafe.  [AJide* 
V\\  over  then  to  England  with  this  news. 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd : 
So  farewel,  Reignier ^  fet  this  diamond  fafe 
In  golden  palaces  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewel,  my  Lord :  good  wiflies,  praife  and  pray'rs 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret,  iShe  is  going, 

Suf 
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Suf,  Farewel,  fweet  Madam  j  hark  you,  Margaret  j 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  King  ? 

Mar*  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  plac'd,  and  modeftly  direfled. 
But,  Madam,  I  mull:  troiibJe  you  again  j 
No  loving  token  to  his  Majefty  ? 

Mar,  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart. 
Never  yet  taint  with  iove,  I  fsnd  the  King. 

Suf,  And  this  withaJ.  [Kijfes  her^ 

Mar,  That  for  thy  felf— I  vvilJ  not  fo  prefume. 
To  fend  fuch  peevifh  tokens  to  a  King. 

Suf,  O  wert  thou  for  my  felf— but,  Suffclk,  flay. 
Thou  may 'ft  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth  j 
There  minotaurs  and  ugly  treafons  lurk. 
Soliicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praife, 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  furmount. 
Her  natural  graces  that  extingui/h  art  j 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  feas. 
That  when  thou  com 'ft  to  kneel  at  Henry'%  feet. 
Thou  may'^  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  \Exeunt% 
SCENE  VI. 
Evter  York,  Warwick,  a  Shepherd,  and  Pacelk, 
Tcrk^  Bring  forth  that  foicerefs  condemn'd  to  burn. 
Shep.  Ah,  Joan  J  this  kills  this  father's  heart  outfighit  { 
Have  I  fought  evVy  country  far  and  near. 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out 
jMuft  I  behold  thy  timelefs  cruel  death  I 
Ah,  yoarty  Sweet  daughter,  I  will  die  with  thee* 

Pucel,  Decrepit  mifer,  bafe  ignoble  wretch, 
I  am  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood. 
Thou  art  no  father  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shep,  Out,  out-— my  Lords,  an pleafeyOU, 'tisfldtfof 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parifli  knows : 
Her  mother  living  yet  can  tcftify 
She  was  the  firft  fruit  of  my  batchUorfhip. 

fFar.  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 
Tork,  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been. 
Wicked  and  vile,  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 
SbtP»  Fie,  Jfan,  Uisit  thou  wilt  be  fo  obihck; 

B«3 
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God  knows  thou  art  a  coUop  of  my  flefh. 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  Oied  many  a  tear  5 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  yoan, 

Pucel.  Peafant,  avaunt !  You  have  fubofn'd  this  mart 
Of  purpofc  to  obfcure  my  noble  birth, 

Skept  *Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  prieft. 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  bleffing,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoop  ?  now  curfed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  !  I  would  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee  when  thou  fuck'dft  her  breai^. 
Had  been  a  little  ratfbane  for  thy  fake  : 
Or  elfe  when  thou  did  ft  keep  m.y  lambs  a-field, 
I  wi(h  fome  rav'nous  wolf  had  eaten  thee. 
Doft  thou  deny  thy  father,  curfed  drab? 
O,  burn  her,  burn  her,  hanging  is  too  good,  [Exit, 

Tork,  Take  her  away,  for  /he  hath  iiv*d  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Fucel,  FirlV  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condeipn*d;j 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  fhepherd  fwaxx^t.^ 
But  ifTu'd  from  the  progeny  of  Kings  j 
Virtuous  and  holy,  chofen  from  above. 
By  infpiration  of  ceieftial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth, 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  fpirits. 
But  you  that  are  polluted  with  your  lul!?, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  innocents^ 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  vices, 
Becaufc  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have^ 
Vou  judge  it  ftraight  a  thing  impoflible 
To  compafs  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chafte  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
Wh^'fe  maiden  blood  thus  rig*roufly  efFus*d^ 
^ill  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heav'ji. 
Tork,  Ay,  ay  ;  away  with  her  to  executioii. 
War,  And  hark  ye^  Sirs  5  bec^ufe  ihe  is  a  maid^ 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  l^t  there  |ie  enow  : 
fkce  pitchy  barrels  on  tiie  fatal  ft^ke^ 
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That  10  her  torture  may  be  fliortencd, 

Puceh  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ? 
Then,  Joatty  difcover  thine  infirmity, 
That  warranteth  by  law  thy  privilege, 
I  am  with  child,  ye  blqody  homicides : 
Murther  not  thfcn  the  fruit  within  my  womb. 
Although  you  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

Tork,  Now  heav'n  forefend !  the  holy  maid  with  child  5 
JVar»  The  greateft  miracle  that  e'er  you  wrought : 
Is  all  your  ftri£t  precifenefs  come  to  this  ? 

Tork,  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling  fure;^ 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

fVar,  Well,  go  to,  we  will  have  no  baftards  live, 
Efpecially  fince  Cbarlet  muft  father  it, 

Pucel.  You  are  deceived,  my  child  is  none  of  his. 
It  yffis  Alanfon  that  enjoy M  my  love. 

T wk,  *  It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 
PuceL  O  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  Duke  I  nam'd. 
But  Reignier  JCing  of  Naples  that  prevaird. 
JVar,  A  married  man  !  that's  moft  intolerable, 
Tork,  Why,  here*s  a  girl ;  I  think  fhe  knows  not  well 
(There  were  fo  many)  whom  fhe  may  accufe, 
lyar.  It's  fign  fhe  had  been  liberal  and  free. 
Tork,  And  yet  forfooth  fhe  is  a  virgin  pure. 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat  and  thee. 
Ufe  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

PuceL  Then  lead  .me  heace ;  with  whom  I  leave  my 
May  never  glorious  fun  reflex  his  beams  [curfe» 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  j 
But  darknefs  and  the  gloomy  fhade  of  death 
Inviron  you,  *till  mifchjef  and  defpair 
•  Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  your  felves  I 

[J?x/>  guarded^ 
Tork,  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  afhes, 
*|*hou  foul  accurfed  n^inifter  of  hell ! 

SCENE    Vll.  Enter  Cardinal  of  Winchesters 
(Jar,  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 

»  Tork.  jSapJm  ?  that  notorious  Uubiavtll 
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With  letters  of  commiflion  from  the  King. 
For  know,  my  Lords,  the  ftates  of  Chriftendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earneftJy  implored  a  gen'/aJ  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  th'  afpiring  French  j 
Aiid  iee  at  hand  the  Dauphin  and  his  train 
Approaching,  to  confer  about  fome  matters'. 

York.  Js  all  our  travel  tui'n'd  to  this  efFedl  ? 
After  the  flaughter  of  fo  many  Peers, 
So  many  captanis,  gentlemen  and  foldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  fold  their  bodies  for  their  country *s  benefit, 
Shali  we  at  laft  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  loft  moft  part  of  all  the  towns, 
(By  treafon,  falfhood,  and  by  treachery) 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? 
Oh  Warwick,  Wariwick^  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  iofs  of  all  the  realm  of  France, 

JVar,  Be  patient,  York  j  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  fliali  be  with  fuch  ftri<Sl  and  fevere  covenants. 
As  httle  fhall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Dauphin^  Alanfon,  Bafiardf  and  Reignier. 
Dau,  Since,  Lords  of  England^  it  is  thus  agreed, 
That  peaceful  truce  fhall  be  proclaim'd  in  France  j 
We  Come  to  be  informed  by  your  felves. 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  muft  be. 

York.  Speak,  Winchefier  j  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  palfage  of  my  prifonM  voice. 
By  light  of  thefe  our  baleful  enemies. 

Win,  Charles  and  the  reft  !  it  is  ena£ted  thus  : 
That  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confent. 
Of  mere  compafiion  and  of  lenity, 
To  eafe  your  country  of  diftrefsful  war, 
Aikl  fufFer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace ; 
You  fhall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown. 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  tribute  and  fubmit  thy  felf. 
Thou  ftialt  be  placM  as  Viceroy  under  him, 
^  nd  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 
Alan,  Muit  he  be  then  a  ihadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Adorn 


King  Henry  VI.  333 

Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet. 
And  yet  in  fubftance  and  authority 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man? 
This  proffer  is  abfuvd  and  reafonlefs. 

Dau.  'Tis  known  already  that  I  am  pofleft 
Of  more  than  half  theGallian  territories. 
And  therein  rev'rencM  for  their  lawful  King. 
Shall  I  for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanqulih*d. 
Detract  fo  much  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  caird  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  Lord  ambaflador.  Til  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than  coveting  for  more 
Be  caft  from  poflibilityof  all. 

Tork.  Infulting  Charles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 
Us'd  interceflion  to  obtain  a  league. 
And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife. 
Stand' ft  thou  aloof  upon  comparifon  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  ufurp*ft. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  defert. 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  inceflant  wars. 

Reig*  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obftinacy 

[To  the  Dauphin  afide.,^ 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  contratt  5 
If  once  it  be  neglefted,  ten  to  one 
We  ftiall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alan,  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy 
To  fave  your  fubjeds  from  fuch  maflacre 
And  ruthlefs  flaughters,  as  are  daily  feen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  compa£l  of  a  truce. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

[Afide  to  the  Dauphin, 

War,  How  fay* ft  thou,  Charles  f  ihall  our  condition 

pau.  It  ftiall :  (ftand  ? 

Only  referv'd  you  claim  no  intereft 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrifon. 

Tork^  Then  fwear  allegiance  to  his  Majefty, 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England: 

Thou, 
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Thou,  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England, 

So  now  difmifs  your  drmy  when  you  pleafe : 

Hang  up  your  enfigns,  let  your  drums  be  ftill. 

For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  peace,  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VJIJ.    a^;/^fsfo  England. 
Enter  Suffolk     conference  with  King  Henry,  Gloucefter 
and  Exeter. 

K.Henry,  Your  wondVous  rare  defcription^  noble £arl^ 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aftoniihM  mc; 
Her  virtues  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  love's  f  ttled  paflions  in  my  heart. 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempeftuo'us  gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieil  hulk  againft  the  tide. 
So  am  J  driven  by  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  fufFer  fhipvvreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf,  Tu/h,  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperficial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  to  her  worthy  praife  : 
The  chief  perfedlions  of  that  lovely  dame 
(Had  I  fufficient  skill  to  utter  them) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines. 
Able  to  ravi/h  any  dull  conceit. 
And  which  is  more,  fhe  is  not  fo  divine. 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But  with  as  humble  lowlinefs  of  mind 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chafte  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  Lord. 

K.  Henry.  And  other  wife  will  Henry  ne'er  prefume : 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Protestor,  give  confenc 
That  Marg^et  may  be  England's  Royal  Queen. 

G/ou.  So  fhould  I  give  confent  to  flatter  fm. 
You  know,  my  Lord,  your  Highnefs  is  betroth'd 
Unto  another  Lady  of  efteem. 
How  /hall  we  then  difpenfe  with  the  contra  ft. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths  j 
Or  one  that  at  a  tiiumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  tbrfaketh  yet  the  lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary's  odds. 


A  poor  EarPs  daughter  is  unequal  odds. 

And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Gfou.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  n\Of€thzn  that  ? 

Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  EarJ, 

Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excell. 

Suf.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  her  father  is  a  Kin^, 

The  King  of  Nap/es  and  yerufalem. 

And  of  fuch  great  authority  in  France 

That  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 

And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Glou.  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagriac  may  do, 

Becaufe  he  is  near  kinfman  unto  Charles* 

Exe,  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  lib'ral  dowV, 

"While  Reignier  fooner  will  receive  than  give. 

Suf.  A  dow'r,  my  Lords !  difgrace  not  fo  your  King, 

That  he  fhould  be  fo  abje£^-,  bafe  and  poor. 

To  chufe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfe<5l  love, 

Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen, 

And  not  to  feek  a  Queen  to  make  him  rich. 

So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives. 

As  market' men  for  Oxen,  Sheep  or  Horfe, 

But  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 

Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorney /hip  : 

Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  affe£ls, 

Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed. 

And  therefore.  Lords,  fince  he  affeds  her  moftj, 

It  moll  of  all  thefe  reafons  bindeth  us, 

Jn  our  opinions  ilie  /hould  be  preferred  5 

For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 

An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife  ? 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blifs. 

And  is  a  pattern  of  celellial  peace. 

Whom  Ihould  we  match  with  Henry ^  being  a  King, 

Bnt  Marg'rety  that  is  daughter  to  a  King  ? 

Her  pterlefs  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 

Approves  her  fit  for  nene,  but  for  a  King. 

Her  vahant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpirit, 

J^lore  than  in  woman  commonly  is  feen, 

Anfwer  our  hope  in  iflfue  of  a  King; 

for  Henry,  fon  unto  a  conqueror^ 
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Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors. 

If  with  a  Lady  of  fo  high  refolve 

As  is  fair  Marg'ret,  he  be  linkM  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  Lords,  and  here  conclude  wfth  me. 

That  Marg'ret  fhall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  fhe. 

¥i.,  Henry.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report. 
My  noble  Lord  of  Suffolk,  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  paflion  of  inflaming  love, 
1  cannot  tell  j  but  this  I  am  afTur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  fharp  diflention  in  my  breaft. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take  therefore  fhipping  5  poft,  my  Lord,  to  France, 
Agree  to  any  covenants,  and  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 
To  crofs  the  feas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry\  faithful  and  anointed  Qu^eent 
For  your  expences  and  fufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  1  fay ;  for  'till  you  do  return, 
I  am  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares. 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banifh  all  offence  s 
If  you  do  cenfure  me  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execution  of  my  will. 
And  fo  conduft  me  where  from  company 
1  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  [Exit* 

Glou,  Ay,  grief  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  laft. 

[Exeunt  Gloucelter  and  Exeter. 

Suf,  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd,  and  thus  he  gots. 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
Wiih  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did  : 
Margaret  fhall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King : 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  realm.  lExif* 


The  End  of  the  Fir  m  VotvM  e. 


